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To Her GRACE the 


Ducheſs of PoRTsMOUTH. 


MADAM, 


F Sophonisza received ſome Ap- * 

f 3 plauſe upon the Stage, I arrogate 

N N nothing from the Merit of the 
N {Gs poem, but, as I ought, with the 
Do a humbleſt Acknowledgments and 
HY 88 profoundeſt Gratitude, impute it 
to che bend B, Aſpects of the Court-Stars. But 
above all, I muſt pay my Adorations to Your 
Grace, who, as You are the moſt beautiful, as 
well in the bright Appearances of Body, as in 
the immortal Splendours of an elevated Soul, did 
ſhed mightier Influence, and darted on me a 
Largeneſs of Glory anſwerable to your Stock of 
Beams. Hannibal himſelf, whoſe hardy Spirit 
never bow'd but to the fair imperious Reſalinda: 
nay, he who, in ſpight of Beauty's Charms, durſt 
gaze upon that Sun with Eagle- 54. and tax her 
ith: a Blemiſh, now making his Approaches to 
our Grace, ſeems awed with the Source of 
1 my Rays, and dazzled with a Preſence ſo 


A 3 illuſ 


6 . The Dedication. 
illuſtrious. He ſees, with new Bleedings, Eyes 
more attractive than thoſe of Roſalinda; ſome- 
thing more delicate in Your Shape, and lofty in 
Your Mien; an Air ſo charming ſweet, that tis 
miraculous it ſhou'd be majeſtick too; Smiles of 
more delightful Shine than April Suns; ſuch Soft- 
neſſes and Languiſhing as the Almighty Poet's 
Hand cannot deſcribe, nor Painter's Pencil ever 
draw. For my own part, I am reſolved to look 
up to You daily, and dedicate my Life and La- 
bours to Your Grace, to ſpend all the Store of 
my yet unexhauſted Fancy in Your unbounded 
Fame: For I declare, to be wreath'd in Laurel 
from Head to Foot, is not comparable Honour to 
that of being, 


Madam, 
Vur GRACE's mot Flumble 


. 
— * 


and devoted Servant, 
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1 GE 2 T HES PIS, the 2 Ef of our Art, 
* ch At Country-Wakes ſung Ballads in a Cart. 
c > To prove this true, 45 Latin be no Treſpaſs, 
1 WE295e) Dicitur & Plauſtris vexiſſe Poemata 


T heſpis. 

But ſchylus, ſays Horace in ſome Page, 
Ilas the firſt Mountebank &er trod the Stage, 
D/ Athens never knew your learned Sport, 

Of toſſing Poets in a T ennis-Ceurt : 

But lis the Talent of our Engliſh Nation, 
Hill to be plotting ſame new Reformation ; 

And ſome Tears hence, if Anarchy go on, 

Tack Presbyter will here erect his Throne, 
noch out a Tub with preaching once . Day, 
And every Prayer be longer than a Play: 

Then all you Heather IF its ſhall go to fot, 

. r didbelieving of a Popiſh Plot: 5 
Nor ſhali we want the Sentence to depart, © 
yn in our firſt Original, à Cart. A 
Occham, Dun Scotus, muſt, the“ learn'd, ge down, 
As wy Supporters 5 the Triple-Crawn ; 

And Ariſtotle, for Deftruftiom ripe, | 
dame ſay he calPd the Soul an Organ- Pipe; 
[Yhich by feme little Help of Derivation, 
Hall thence be call'd a Pipe of Inſpiration. 
Your wiſer Fudgements further penetrate, 

Ibo late found cut one Tare ammgſt the Wheat, 
This is our Comfort, none &er cried us down, - 


ut who diflik” d bath Biſhops and a Grawn, 
44 Dtiramatis 


O. 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


774 ANNTBAL, General of Carthage. 
Maberbal, Lieudenm t-General. 

Bomilcar, Maſter of the Horſe and Elephants. 
Strpio, Conſul of Rome, 

Lelius, his Lieutenant. 

Varro, a Tribune. 

, King of Numidia, married to So- 
isba. 

Trebellius, a Roman Officer. 

Maſſina, Nephew of Maſſiniſſa. 

Menander, Confident of Maſſiniſſa. 


Sophontsba, © a Carthaginian Lady, Daughter of A 
drubal, firſt married to Syphax, afterwards to 
Maſſiniſa. 

Roſalinda, a Roman Lady, Miſtreſs of Hannibal. 

Rezambe, ) Maids of Honour, and Confidents of 


Merna. Saphonisba. 
— 55. Prieſteſſe of  Bellma. 
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HANNIBAL's Overthrow. 


ACTI SCENE I. 


Enter Hannibal, Maherbal, Bomilcar, Guards and 
Attendants. 


HANNIBAL. 


onqueſt with Laurels has our Arms 
1 adorn d, | 
And Rome in Tears of Blood our 
br. 4 Anger mourn d, 
TS) Like Gods we paſed the rugged 
WAS, CS Alpine Hills, 
99's » Melted our Way, and drove our hiſkng 
| Wheels _ -- 
Through cloudy Deluges, eternal Rills. 
ON N Ages ** with dex 1 ol 
ough. burning Quarries did our Paſſage cleave 3 
| a As Hul'd. 
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Hurl'd dreadful Fire, and Vinegar infus'd, 

"Whoſe horrid Force the Nerves of Flint unloosd 3 

Made Nature kart to ſee us root up Rocks, | 

(And open all the Adamantine Locks; 

Shake off her maſſy Bars, o'er Mountains go, 

Through Globes of Ice and Flakes of -folid* Snow. 

On our laſt Elephant, while we did ſleep, 

In Arn, foggy Fens and Marſhes deep, 

One Light we-loſt, for Carthage underu ent 

War's tedious Toils, our Blood and Spirits ſpent,“ 

And all the Stock of Health which bounteeus Nature 
lent. 

Mah. But what Return has that flow City made ? 
Admir'd by Foes, you were by Friends betray d. 
While you abroad fam'd Battles bravely fought, 

The Traitor Hanne your Deſtiuction fought , 

No Succours were for Now Aſſiitauce mean j" 

Fof ſtill to Rome Intelligence was ſent : 

That did the Carthaginians Strength declare, 

Which Way they paſs'd, and what their Numbers were. 
Bom. By this Deſiꝑn your Brother ñ Death Was wrought, 
When he apart from you with Neyo fought. x 
Too well that barbarous Stateſman Hanno knew, 

If gallant 4/arwba/ ſhould join with you, 

The Romans could no Hope of Safety have, 

No Power on Earth could their loſt Empire fave : 
With wicked Policy he therefore try 

Your two all-conquering Armies to divide, 

How fatally did his curs' Plots ſucceed, 

When with your Brother all his Troops did bleed! 

Hav. ons Stateſmen Kings ſhould watch while chey 

- employ, £4" 195; 
Leſt, what 1 thoſe underhand deſtroy. 
Nor has his ſeparating Chiefs been known 
Only on Land, but on the Ocean ſhown :_ _ 
Where Fleets divided, by cloſe pratis'd Arts, 
Have meled Womens Eyes, and Soldiers Hearts, 
Bom. Now all the Fiends thoſe Traitors drag to Hell, 
Who for Revenge, or Gold, their Country ſell. 
Han. How would the Slave have quak'd, had they but 
The Flights of Trebid-or of Thra/imene, {-icen 
©: dreadiul Can 7 EIS, uind Ag 
888 . Where 
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Where the dire Siſters bit the Roman Looms, 
As if their Hands were tir'd with cutting Dooms. 

Bom. Where fourſcore valiant Senators were kill'd, , 
The Blood of ſeventy thouſand Soldiers ſpill'd. 4 0 
And great Emilius Death our Conqueſt ſwell'd. | 

Han. When, all with crimfon Slaughter cover'd o'er, 
We urg'd Horſes through a Flood of Gore ; 
Whilſt from the Battlements of Heaven's high Wall 
Each God look'd down, and ſhook his awful Head, 
Mourning to ſee ſo many Thouſands fall, 

And then look'd pale, to fee us look fo red. 
Mah, That was a Time worthy ſevereſt Fate, 
When Victory on Hills of Heroes fat, 
And turn'd her Eyes, all blood-ſhot, on the Fray, 
And laugh'd, and clap'd her Wings, and bleſs'd the Day. 

Han. And are we thus at laſt rewarded then: | 
Dare they review.our Dangers with Diſdain ? 

Dull Counſellors, who only talk of Harm, | 
Sleep till High- Noon, to coſtly Banquets ſwarm, | 
And with rich Wines drink their cold Spirits warm. 
Inſtead of fighting . let us haſte, 

Set Fire to Carthage, lay her Glories waſte: 

Melt all their hoarded Treaſures down, and pour 

Into their thirſty Thoats the ſcalding Ore. 

Bom. Go on, Great Sir: their truſty Coffers burn, 
Their tow'ring Pride to Deſolation turn. 

Mah. How I ſhould laugh to ſee cheir Enemies ſmoak ! 
May ſulph'rous Flames their gorged Vitals choak, 

Han. Maherbal, ſtay; tho Carthage us'd me ill, 


Spite of my Wrongs, ſhe is my Country till ? 


My Father, the great Maſter of my Arms, 

(Who while he gave me Life, heard loud Alarms) 
Swore me Rome's Foe, when in my Age's Bud, 
Wean'd me from Milk, and nurs'd me up in Blood, 
And taught me to be obſtinately good; 

Rome, the World's Giant-Empreſs to invade, 

Till her bright Fame ſhould ſhrink into a Shade, { 
And all her golden Spires in Duſt were laid. 

Bom. Carthage and Rome, which did ſo long divide 
The troubled World, to prop their weighty Pride, 
Will brook no more each other's mighty Sway, 
The Gods to this or that muſt give the Day: 


Since 
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Since ſuch Majeſtick Pow'r to both is giv'n, 

As each might take up all the Care of Heav'n. | 
Mah. Beſides the nat'ral Heat to Rome you bear 
With Scipio, Love obliges you to War, | 

. Since Rofolinda is a Pris'ner there. 

\ Heavens! ſhall he dare to keep your Love in Bands? 
Beauty like hers, Swords, Hands, and Hearts commands. 

Han. O, my Maberbal! thou wert always kind, 

Seeit all my Good, but to my Ills are blind. 

Had I by thy Advice my Soldiers led, | 

Het with tkeir Joys, and ſtriding o'erthe Dead, 

To Rome, to Rome, my Warrior But tis loſt, g 


That Hour, that did ſo many loft Hours coſt 
The Gods and Opportunity ride Poſt. 
Melting at Capua I in Pleaſures lay; ; 
And for a Miſtreſs gave the World away: (ſubdue, 
Mah. Grudge you the World? Cou'd I ſuch Hearts 
Were I great Fowve himſelf, I give Heav'n too. 
But Jam rough, and not for Woman made, 
In Nature's coarſeſt Mould my Fortune laid. 
Han. Haſte to the Roman Camp, Bomilcar fly, 
Take Scouts along, unſeen as Spirits pry, 
And learn the Poſture of the Enemy. 
Learn, if thy Knowledge may fo happy be, 
Where Ro/olinda mourns for Liberty : FO 
Seek her as thou wond'ft Wreaths for Glory's Toil, 
As after Corqueſt thou woud'ſt ſeek for Spoil. [ Fæeunt. 


The SCENE drawn, diſcovers a pleaſant Grotto, 
King Maſlinifa, Maſſina, and Menander ſitting up- 
en a Bank, Soft Muſick is heard. | 


E. Maf. Since Love, the brighteft Jewel of a Crown, 

That ſues Ambition, and adorns Renown : 

'That with ſweet Hopes does our harſh Pains beguile, 

And 'midſt the Javelins makes the Soldier ſmile; 

Since this great Trophy's loſt, quite loſt to me, 

What wreiched Things muſt Fame and Empire be 

\ Men. Vet once your Soul was of ano her ſtrain, 

And till you talk d how /) God-like *twas to reign, 

In myſtick Empire to be plac'd alone, | 

And your Cheeks burn'd when you beheld a Throne 5 ; 
2 v'n 


KK 


Ev'n in your N kanghty was and bold? 5 


And ſmiling would your Father's Scepter hold; 

And talk'd when young, how you would rule when old. 
K. Maß. Ambition then I lov'd., but now abhor. 
Maſ. What is Ambition, Sir? 

K. Maſ. The Luſt of Power. - K 

Like Glory, Boy, it licenſes to kill; 

A ſtrong Temptation to do bravely ill; 

A Bait to draw the bold and back ward in, 

The dear- bought Recompence of higheſt Sin - 

For when to Death we make the conquer'd yield, 

What are we but the Murd'ters of the Field? 

Mar. In gallant Souls, Ambition is no more 

The Bawd of Empire or the Luſt of Pow'r, 

Then lawful Mirth is Lewdneſs in a Bride, 

Or Neatneſs in a Veſtal- Virgin, Pride. | 
K. Maſ. Then be it ſo; yet I will out no more, 

Since Love has wreck'd me on the long'd-for Shore; 

No, but had I a Soul cou'd Storms outwear, 

Durſt againſt Rocks, or over Quick-ſands ſteer, 

For Love, if Venus had like Juno bid, 

L durſt as much as &er Alcides did: 

But I am loſt ; nothing Maſina now. 

With Love's each Blaſt, I like a Bulruſh bow, 

Am I not alter'd much of late? 

Maß. Alas! 2 

You look: like wither'd Flowers, or Mountaig-Grafs;. 
K. = O Sophoni:ba, Oh! 

Maſſ. Why ſighs my Lord ? | 

Speak; for I will revenge you with my Sword. 

What cruel Vulture's this that tears your Breaft F 

Like feſter'd Wounds, it takes away your Reſt. 

You will grow mad, I think, you watch all Night, 

And with your Groans the croaking Ravens fright. 

Who is it that theſe killing Griefs has wreught, 

That bends your Brow, and turns you into Thought? 
K. Maf. My Sorrow's Load, alas] thou canſt not bear, Þ 
Maff. Think you my Soul is capable of Fear ?: 

What is it for your ſake I cou'd not bear? 

K. Mag. Maffina, thou art all that I wou'd have; 


There's nothing aſter thee, but a loẽw Grave: 


A 5 Obdurats: 


T4 ophönib; or. 


C bd 1:ate { ubborn Heart, ſtill wilt thou hold? 
Obterve me, Boy, when thou ſhalt ſee me cold, 
Grown'by my Death a longer Line of Wo-. 
Tal: as wrong'd Lovers Ghoſts, that figh below); 
then learn to curſe the Author of my Fate. 
Maj. What horrid Things are theſe which you relate? 
K. Maſ. Thee from thy Childhood F bare train d wich 
Care, 1 
Ich painful DiſSpline of tedious War b 05 le 
In Mountains bred thee, and on barren Sands. el 27) 
And led thee near the Sun, through high pareh'd Lands; 
Show'd thee to chaſe wild Boars upon the Heath. 
And taught thy Infant-Hands the Trade of Death. 
When I by Boccar hotly: was purſu'd, 
And forc'd to. plu ge into the rapid Flood, 
'Thou leap'dit 1 in aſter me. 
Map. I did, my Lord. 
But you forgot the Whirl-pool i in the Ford; = 
Where when I ſtruggl'd, and my Strength grew ſlacks, 
You daſh'd.-my Fate, and bore me on your Back: 
$o through the Helliſpout Europa rode, 
Half dead with Fear, tho! mounted on a Gd. 
K. Ma. But, my Mafſaa, there's one Danger more, 
More dreadful than all thoſe we paſt-before : 
Vile Woman! | 
Mag. Women, Sir, I oft have 7 — 
Dancing with Timbrels on the Flow'ry Green, 
Or like ſmall Clouds upon the Mountain's Brow ; 
But never thought they Thunder bore till now. 
I know they are all black, have Rolling- Eyes, 
Thick Lips, flat Noſes, Breaſts of mighty fize. 
K. Ma/. Thou never yet in ſhining Courts haſt been 
Nor the fair part of Womankind haſt ſeen, - 
Who cloſe in Afritk Palaces refide,. 
And from th injurious Sun their Faces hide : 
To whom compar'd theſe. ſeem all hideous Night ; 1 
But thoſe, like Cynthia's ſilver Creſcent bright. 
Mag. It is a Sin to be acquainted, Sir, 
With thoſe white Maids, that are fo fine and fair? 
K. Maf, Shun em, Maſſina, as thou woud'lt thy Fate 
As Things which. by n we hate. | 4 
Lot 


K; 
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Not all the Horrors of a bloody War, 

Nor Lions, Tygers, ſuch hid Fury bear: _ 

Thoſe appear Monſters, but theſe ſeem all mild: 

None ever yet deſtroy'd, but ſtill ſhe ſmii'd. 

They are all Grief, when they appear all Joy; 

Like Lightning, while they. glitter, they deſtroy. 

Lie down, ſweet Youth. A fair white Woman was, 

Of what thou ſeeſt me now the cruel Cauſe ; 

Tho' clear her Form appear'd, without one Stain, 

Bright as thoſe Bodies which o'er Darkneſs reign, 

Her Sunl is blacker than the Skin of Moors ; | 

Fer Fraud with Beauty does his Lodging take. 

| Mag Then Beauty's Breaſt is like a Bank of Flowers, 

That fairly hides a foul and ugly Snake, 

K. Maſ. There's not one ſafe, and fair; all Seas of Sins 

Shou'dſt thou be us'd, alas ! as I have been, 

Twou'd make thee grey; hear not my Story told: 
Mafſ. Will Women, if they uſe me, make me Old? 
K. Maſ. I had a Miſtreſs once, 

For her I fought, and did her Cauſe maintain 

Againſt the World, upon the lifted Plain : 

The Gods too know with what obliging Smiles, 

And bluſhing Joy ſhe prais'd my mighty Toils : 

And when to kiſs her Fang I bended low, 

She made it meet my Lips, and preſt "em too, 

All this in Publick ;. but from Sight remov'd, 

Fierce were our Joys, and with a looſe we lov'd, 

Men, You may remember, Sir, that I was by, 

Call'd as a Witneſs to the ſacred Tye, 

Thrice we invok'd the God of Marriage there, 

With rich Sabean Scents perfum'd the Air, 

And utter'd ſacred Vows, and binding Prayer. 

K. Maſ. When you were gone, 

And none but I left with a charming Maid, 

What furious Fires did my hot Nerves invade ? 

With open Arms upon my Blils I ran, re 

With Pangs I graſp'd her, like a dying Mn! 

Like Light A Heat, incorporate we la; þ 

We bleſt the Night, and curſt the coming Day. 

Mag. .Now as I love bright Arms, the. Story's ſine! 

Tell it all Night, my Lord, the Stars will fine. 


4 : 71 K. Maſs 
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RK. Maf, Soon as the Birds did on the Morning call, 
Her brighter Eyes a Show”r of Tears let fall: 
Which in my panting Boſom trickl'd down, 
She preſt me cloſe, and cry d, muſt you be gone? 
Then round my Neck her ſnowy Arms did twine: { 


bd 


She ſigh'd ; But will you be for ever mine? 
Will you be true? ——and then our Lips did join. 

Maß. Kind, pretty Heart. 

K, Maſ. Her laſt Words were, | | 
Hear me, ye Gods, may I be ever bleſt, f 


*%. C5. 


If Ma/jmi/a be not to this Breaſt 42 

The iweeteſt, deareſt, everlaſting Gueſt, 

Vet ſhe, this fair, this ſoft deluding ſhe, 

Forgetting all her Vows, forgetting me, 

While I for Carthage follow'd War's Alarme, 
| Reſign'd her ſelf up to another*s Arms. 


Enter Lelius, and Varro, 


Le]. At length he's found: Riſe, Maſſini ſa riſe ; 
Shake off theſe Clouds that hang about your Eyes; 
Glory's in view, and courts us with her Call, | 
| New Storms of War like Hail around us fall. 
| Var. Fury, that fat at home on maſſy Shields, 
| Now heaves 'em up, and ranges through the Fields ; 
| With all her hundred Whips of Wire ſhe comes, 
And drives deſpairing Monarchs to their Tombs. 
Lel. Syphax. and Afdrubal their Forces join, 
With Arms the Mountains and the Vallies ſhite : 
Ha ! what unwonted Charm your Soul enchains ? 
Is your high Blood congeal'd within your Veins, 
That from the duſty Field you thus retire, 4 
And ſeek cool Shades, when all the World's on Fire? ! 
| Par. King at their Silks, and Armour make their | 
obe ; | | 


Inſtead of Lutes, ſhrill Trumpets charm the Globe; | 
| Yet you from this great Race of Honour run, 
| Wave falling Palms, and courting Laurels ſhun : 
| Why ſhou'd-yau Sophoniiba's Lots bemoan, 
| When Syphax, who enjoys her, cries come on. 
| K. Maſ. Ha ! That the baſe Uſurper did but dare 
| Meet me alone Without his Crowds of War 
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Lil If you die here ſo filently, « 54g fall 
| if Fate naw pa of 9 Funeral 0 

cens ring Fame y. W en you are gone, 
N 1. Trend of Life was by a Woman ſpun. | 
But, Varro, we miſtake; this is not he, ; 
This is ſame Porer on Morality; 
Some ſtydious Youth, who — the Heav'ns ſurvey, 
And in dull Sciepce fools his Life away. 
K. M/ Awake! Where haſt thou been my drowſy Soul 
In Lethe ſteep'd, or freezing near the Pole? 
I feel her now my benumb'd Limbs inſpire, 
* 55 irits ſhoot, and dart, and mount up higher, 1 
Like Sparks that ſcatter from a kindling Fire: 
The Plots of Love inglorious are and dark, 
Blindly he aims, and Night 1s all his Mark ; | 
Like Day I'll dart him through and through ; Ivil; 
To cure my Honour, I my Love will kill; 
Kill her my ſelf, cut piece- meal all her Charms. 
War; bow it founds away, to Arms, to Arms! 
Let's go where the illuſtrious Scipio call; | 
Ii be the firſt ſhall-ſcale proud Carthage "Walls: > |. | 
Wing'd with our Glory, come, my Friends, let's ly, | 
To conquer bravely, or as bravely die. 

Lel. Spoke like your felf, thus we our Homage pay: 
So look'd Achilles when — loſt the Day. 

Var. Fierce and Majeſtick as young Mars you ſtands 
Tis fit that Look 25 th 0 ſhould command. 

K. Maſ. As Lovers, big with ExpeRation, darm 
My Soul to Battle does all fiery turn: 
Swift as the Gods, in haſte out · ſtrips the Wind, 
And leaves the Courſers of the Day behind. 
Yet ſtay, methinks I am uneafy ſtill; 
What real Pleaſure can it be to kill ? pL hn f 

Lel. Frail Prince! how wavering all his Action =, 
By Paſſions toſs'd in Love's tempeſtuous Sea? | 
War fires the Brave. | 

K. Maſ. Yet War contracts a Guilt, 
And the Brave grieve when many Lives are ſpilt: 
Love, like a Monarch merciful and young, 
Shedding no Blood effeminates the Strong; 
But War does like a Tyrant vex us more, 
And breaks thoſe Hearts, which Love did melt before. 


[Excunt, 
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e. T. 1. "0 © E N B I. 
Enter elke, King Maſſiniſſa, Menander, Lelius, and 


Varro. 5 9 
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Nn H E Scouts of Hannibal, have they ſurvey" 
DEL The Camp? 
SY Ti&o Led. Your Will exactly was obey'd. 
Soc. I bear, my ne eg and 
2 LI grieve to hear 
That you the Chains of Saphoniſba wear; 
In Gloty's School you had the foremoſt Name, 
Skill'd in the dark myſterious, Book of Fame: 
Did thoſe worn Characters with Pleaſure read, 
Which told the Stories of the mighty Dead: 
But by this Act of Soſtneſs you will drown n 
Thoſe noble Parts, and forfeit your Renown ; 
Truant to all the Honour that you had. 
Drunk with Love's Tears, with Smiles of oſs mad 
K. Maf.: I ſtrove, Sir, by ous great Atchievement: 
1 taught, 
To drive this Beauty from my labiring Thought 
But I as well to Heaven might carry Wars, 
And quench the Influence of our croſſer Stars: 
Like hoſe with fatal Fires ſhe gilds my Way, 
And leads me on that I may: further ſtray, 
tip. Then IL muſt angry grow, ſince you are frail, 
And Corrofives: apply, where Cordials fail; 
To me prove civil: for yourſelf be wiſe; 
You have my Friendſhip, therefore I adviſe. 
K. Ma, Mean you, my. Lord. not Sophoni/ba love? 
Scip. As ſhe's: the Foe of Rome, I diſapprove 
All Treaties with her: ſhake her off in time, 
Or againſt Honour you commit a Crime. 
K. Maf, And wou'd you have me live? 
R | Scip. 


Hannibal's Ouerthrow: T9 


Sci. When ſhe'is dead : "ROY | 
Why ſhou'd vou wiſh Her Lifs Wbt his benayd 
Both you 20 Roms b 7 whom I had Wronght, 
Her cunning Tongue to ſide with Carthage brought; 
By Heaven I ſwear, if ſhe my Captive be, 
V1 uſe her as the-Romans Enemy. | 
K. Na Vou'd have me Abe her off ind live; Pa 
'know | 
Weiher this Fleſh yon wear you can forego, ' 
And be the ſame. Here through my Boſom run 
Your Sword; and when the bleody Deed fs done, 
When your Steel ſmoaks with m 4 Heart's'reeKing Gore, 
eyZid me be well as e'er I was before | 
Scip. You are reſolv'd, it ſeems, to croſs my Will: 
But from a Friend I'll conſtrue nothing ill. 
and K. Maſ. O then endure yet more, and let me r. 
Without ſome Vent my lab'ring Heart will breale; 
Tis as a Friend your Life, your Dife I ſpare, 
Not as you, more than King. Rome's Conſul are, 
The far-fam'd Scipio, and the God of War. 
Can any Man that's brave, 
His Miſtreſs“ Imjuries with Parierice . * 
Let any other in your Caſe appear, . 
And juſtify the Words that you have "Tp 
By the immortal Powers, I'll ſtrike him dead: 
jad. Lel. My: , [A the King moves forward, Lelius 
ents luays his Hand on his Seward. 
7 Your .gen'rous Temper, Lelius, hoid; 
He ſhall be hotter yet; to be more cold: e 
My Virtue all the Storms of Paſſion — 7 UG 
Has tried its Calms, its wondrous Ebbs and Flows. 
Since a Requeſt ſo ſmall you can deny, 1 
From greater Proofs how wou'd your Friendſhip fly? 
p K. Ma/. Try me, my Lord, but any other way, A 
Heavens! with: what Readineſs would I obey ?: 
While Blood kind Warmth does to theſe Limbs afford, | 
While I can ſhake a Spear, or wield" a Sword, b 4 
You ſhall be ever Mafini/a's Lord: 0. 
Go on and wander the wide Ocean o'er, n 
Gd fail to ſome inhoſpitable Shore, + 


A 


Where 


1 . ſhort-liv'd Blaze low earthy Vapours make; 


20 _.--»Sophotulba ; 

. dreadful Monſters guard the a - 4.6 
'Tho* down. to Hell I fink at y o mant 
I'U throw my Body on the untried Sand. * 

9 Ae. all the Carthaginians Rains 
Or eir Cities level'd with the Plain? 

With cheerful Toil the Buſineſs mall be done, 
Give me but Sophoni/ba'for my Cron. 

Scip. To conquer Enemies abroad's no more 
Than every Tribune here has done before : + ;- 
Search all the Army thro", and find that one, - 
Who, if I bid, the Force of Fire dares Shun, - me 
Or will. not from a Precipice leap down; | 
At my Command, Liu, would you — - 

To die? . 

Lel. My Fate for Empize I'd not loſe : 

At thy Command, I and Shrines Would blaze, 

1'd ſpoal their Gods, their Statues, Altars range. 

And wich my Fury make-them: dread thee more, 

Than I fear them when all their Thunders noar. 

| Scip. To conquer Kingdoms, and ee Grd, 
s but to imitate t Heroes dead. 

Shou'd you your Arms to the World's Limits bear, 

The mighty Alexander pierc'd as far: 

But if ungovern'd Paſſion you can bind, 

And quench. th' inglorious Ardor of your Mind. 

. Your Fame ſhall = with that haughty Victor's vie, 

Which all the Eaſtern Beauties cou'd defy. 

If ſtill you are refaly'd her Charms — 929 


The World may truly term you raſh; unj ; 
And when you ou periſh, ſay, he died for 
K. Maf. You tax me, Sir, with Crimes I do: not know: 
wm me not tao far; for L may grow | a 
all Limits, juſt Revenge purſue, 
bo blinded by my. Rage, let fly at you. 0 
Scip, Wi 1 by ee 64 your wort 
A fing! le Arm Ronie's. Conſul cannot fear+' 
I ſhine above thee, like .&Star-fix'd — 
Whom tho' you cannot reach, you may admire. 
K. Maſ. Like Meteors ratber you falſe Glory take, 


Yet, 


Fet, ſince with fancy'd Fires you fill the Sky, 

hall not one Prince at your dread Aſpect die. 

Scip. How have I err'd ? Your Triabs at an End. 
eav'n! That I &er ſhould call this Man my Friend. 
ow could my Soul ſo groſaly be o'erfeen? | 
rom all Mankind wert thou ſelected then, 

) moſt ungrate, ill- temper d, barbarous King? 

lo Goed did ever from this Afriel ſpring. | 

Did I for this each Roman Friendſhip ſhun, 

and to thoſe ſavage Arms for Refuge run? 

hen with the weighty Cares of War oppreſt, 

ean'd all my Troubles on that fullen Breaſt ; 

Took no Petition, granted no Command, 

But what was 22 by — Hand. 

What Triumphs di gn, 


They moſt deceive us, who moſt truſted are. 
| [The Conful turns away. 
K. Mae aye Conſul, ſtay, my Friend, my nobic 


ould you then caſt me off for one raſh Word ? 
Forſalce me ever? O you never loy'd 
Your Maſfini//a, who cou'd thus be mov'd. 
o if you pleaſe, leave this u King, 
his ſavage, barb'rous, indi Thing. 
Vhate'er my Paſſion did, ſhould pardon d be ; 
'or, I confeſs, you are a God to me: 
Yet it had been more friendly and more kind, 
Not to have met the Tempeſt of my Mind. 
2 was By poſlible in this 175 _ 
t zi//a ſhould attempt my Life:? iy 2 
K, 1% me my Death, cut off theſe curſed 
ands, : 
Send me to Syphax, bound with ſhameful Bands, 
That I may all the ſubtleſt Torments bear, 
ind after Death no more Reproaches bear. 
Scip. By this return of Virtue I am made 
or ever yours ——= Say, do I new upbraid ? 
ue theſe Reproaches ? 


et, 


XK. Maf. 


22 Sophoniſba; r, 


K. Ma. © ye Powers, look down, = 
And hear me {wear by your Eternal Throne; 
Whatever this your Likeneſs ſnall command, 
Tho” Sophonisba from my trembling Hand, 

I will obey or curſe me where I ſtand. . 

Scip. As your firſt Trial, ſtrait to Cirta fly, 
And perjur'd Syphax at his Gates defy. . 

Our Troops muſt conquer when led on by you: 

Chiefly his Wife endeavour to ſubdue, 

W hoſe ſubtil working Wit wrought all his Care, 

And with her beauteous Griefs renew'd the War. | 
K, Ma, This Youth, my Kinſman, as a Pledye | 

cave 3 OT 

My All, the Darling of my Soul receive, 

As I in War ſhall- falſe. or faithful be, 

So may juſt; Heaven do both to him and me. 

Maſ. Ah! if I am that Darling of your Heart, 
How can you leave me thus forlorn behind ? 
Take me along, or I ſhall think "was Art 
That made you ſeem ſo pitiful and kind, _ : 
K., Ma/, Now all the Gods thy precious Life defend; 
Something that's fatal ſure theſe I ears pontend ; * 

was not us'd to weep. * 

Scip. Nor muſt not now, 
At your Requeſt we will to Zama go ; 
From hence to Begrada our Forces draw, 
To try our. Strength with deſp'rate Hannibal, 
And keep that famous Conqueror in Awe, 
T7097 talk'd of giving Laws 1'th* Capitol. 

. Maſ. My Blood boils in my Veins, and catchy 
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Such Words, fuch Courage would the Dead inſpire: 

Yes, we will tight, my Lord, with Hannibal 

To bloody count his boaſted Valour call. 

Scip.. Like ſome vaſt ill · built Towir fo high he grows, 
His Marble-Front nods with each Blaſt that blows. 
K. Ma/.. Our Arms, like Thunder, levell'd at an 
Crown, | : | 
Shall all at once, hure d by our Rage, ruſh on, ( 
And in a Moment roll his Glory down, | ; 
u | [Manet Maſ. fol; 


Maj 
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Maſ. Was ever Vouth unfortunate as I ? 
Wut I will be reveng'd on him, and die. 
erhaps, to loſe me in his Wars he fears, 
\s if my Soul did not outgo my Years. 
EE Enter Roſalinda. | f 
Rof” Le ſcap'd with much a- do the Tribune“ Hands, 
But 'tis the Conſul we muſt break my Bands, lA 
and ſend me with a Paſs-port back -----Who's there? 
hat ate you? © - | 
Maf. Firſt inſtru me what you are, 
And how you came to be thus heav'nly fair; | 
What is it makes your Cheeks ſo freſh-and bright, 
The Red-of Roſes, or the Lillies White? 
Ref. Were you ne'er thus before ? 
Maſf, I never E TT 524 4 45 7 
Such Agues in my Blood, and Fevers too. I 
Ref. Lil leave you, Sir. 5 | 
Maſ. Vou camiot if you wou'd,”” 
V7 You mayas ealily. forego your Blood. | 
Like chat, Vit blaſhing creep about you ill, - ("A 
and my fick Thoughts with ſilent Pleaſures fill. 


* 


e 


Reſ. What is't you'd have? | 
af. Alas I do not know 3 i. 
Something there is wkich Nature will not ſhow ; 
Whene'er you ſpeak; as at melodious Strains, 
There's ſomething purls and trickles thro! my. Vems 
Like Quickſilver it moves ſo cold and faſt, | 
"EY Then my Eyes:twinkle-.as they'd look their. laſt. 
Ref It dhews like Love: but in its Birth deſtroy 
A Paſſion which ſcarce Pity ean enj ß. a 
Ma Perhaps, you think me bon of common Race; 
But Royal Blood does my high Lineage grace. ; 
Ah! do not then put out; this harmlets Flame, 
Since from your Eyes the tingling Torment came, 
; R:/. In vain your Paſſion's Ardor you alledge, 
ny The Forts impregnable, break up your: Siege; 
No Force nor Art can the leaſt Outwork win, 
( There's one for you too mighty enter'd in: | 
The haughtielt, braveſt, foremoſt Man on Earth, 
Who from: the Blood: of Gods derives his Birth. Fo 
| ial. 


24 -» Sophonitba; or, 
To this immortal Kindred leave him then; 

' You may be better plac'd with Blood of Men. 
Beſides, who knows but his Divinity, f 
As Gods will ſometimes very forward be, 

May chance take Pet as you in Love engage, 
And thunder you to Pieces in his Rage ? | 
Ne *Fis true, in War moſt: he appears, 
All crue], -glorious, Dangers thick he wears; 
Not to amuſe you, when you have -nam'd all 
That's great and Jovely, think on Hannibal, 
Maſ. Is't poſſible 1. 
In Age can Beauty ought that's lovely ſpy 
Can Dreams of Glory waking Youth ſupply ? 
Ro. Tho' his Blood mov d like freezing Currents 


flow, 1841 | 
Were his Head whiter than the Abit Snow, 
My Youth. his 9m one Piece ſhould grow. 
Ma/. All you have faid I know in Jeſt was ſpoke ; 
What ſhould you do with ſuch a fapleſs Oak? 
When a young pleaſant Vine ſa near you flands, 
Ard bows with all his Cluſters to your Hands. 
Re. Honour to Vouth and Beauty I prefer, 
I'm for the beſt and braveſt Man in War; 
And ſince the World knows none ſo great as he, 
None ele ſhall Lord ef my Affection be. 
In ſhorter Joys let ather Mai —_— 1 ET 
Thoſe tranſitory Pleaſures of a Night; | 
But I more Don, n u defign, . $5 t: 
In my illuſtrious Warrior's Heart to ſhine, 
And have my Name on his high Tomb engrav'd, 
This, this is ſhe who Hannibal enflav'd. . 
Ma. Tho' I no Dawn of Comfort can deſcry, 
Yet in this hopeleſs Love I will Ae, | \ 
And every Thought of Royalty by, | 
Thro! all the World attend you as your Page: 
For all my Pains I will net beg one Kiſs, | 
That were to wrong your mighty Man of War; 
_ _ Give a kind Look, and I will prize the Bliſs 
Above thoſe Hopes which the Ambitious bear. 
 Rof. Since then you are reſolv'd a-while to wait, 
As your firſt Taſk, ſhew me the Conſul ſtraight. 
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My Beauty like a Comet ſhall ariſe 

That temp'rate Lord of Nations to ſurprize, 

111 thunder in his Ear and lighten in his Eyes. 

| [Exeunt. 


S C E N E, The Carthaginian Camp. 


Hannibal ir Abu“ d in bir Tent, fitting at a 
ä 20 with Lights, : x 


Han. He great's the Care, the Toil, and ling'ring 
That racks a General's Breaſt, and breaks his Brain 
Argus a hundred Lights had, I but one, 

Yet all the Day tis watchful as the Sun; 

And all the Night tis watchful as the Moon. 

When ſhall I fleep from Noiſe and Buſineſs freed ? 

'Tis huſh'd, but Buſineſs does ſucceed : 

Beauty, which Jeve could draw from Heav'n's high) 
Tow'r, | | 

When Nymph in Groves his God-Head ſtoop'd t 
adore, 

So much he lov'd Delight above Almighty Pow's : 

In his ſteep Blood the ſoft Centagion ran, 

Staining his Son, that vaſt immortal Man, 

The great Alcides, who a Diſtaff made 

Of that huge Club which Nations could invade ; 

Would in his Miftreſs' Glaſs kind Looks deviſe, 

Leſs'ning the Glories of his God-like Eyes, 

And turn'd his mighty Voice to tender Cries. 

Since Gods themſelves, and God-like Men have lov'd, 

Why ſhould not I with Beauty's Charms be moyv'd ? 

The higheſt Power has, Love's blind Mazes trod; 

Then Hannibal love on, and imitate a God. 


Enter Bomilcar. 


Bomilcar here? So ſuddenly return'd ? . 
You look as F your Journey you had mourn'd, 
Bom. My Lord, we were diſcover'd. 
Han. Ha ! How then ? 
1 Was your lo Freedom given you again? | 
Ny | | 3 | Bom. 
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Bom. The gen'rous Conſul knowing who we were, 
Commanded us to diſſipate our Fear: 
Then to his Officers gave ftri& Command, 
To let vs take a View of ev'ry Band ; 
But ſuch brave Men, and ſuch ttri Diſcipline! 

Han. You ſpeak, Bomilcar, as you knew not mine. 

Bam. My Lord, your Pardon, if I fay theſe Eyes 
Ne'er vet beheld ſuch gallant Enemies. 

When we had ſeen what might leſs Spirits damp, 
He generouſly diſmiſs'd us from the Camp. 
Hax. This civil Bray'ry has oblig'd me ſo, 

I ſhall to Battle with half Fury go: 3 85 
Doubts enter here, which yet my Breaſt ne'er felt ; 
Doubts beget Fears, and Fears my Courage melt, 
Bet of my Love, Couſin, you nothing ſaid ; 

Is ſhe alive? How I that Anſwer dread ! 

Or is it poſſible ſhe can be dead ? 

Bom. I ho' in the Search our utmoſt Wit eſſay'd, 
We novght could hear of that illuſtrious Maid. 

Han. Perhaps/his Heart for Temp'rance ſo renown'd, 
From her all-conqu'ring Eyes might take a Wound, 
And now he keeps her cloſe: Which, ſhould he dare, 
With Fire and Sword we'll carry on the War. 

Yes, we will inſtantly our Bodies join ; | 
The World's at take, let her be his, or mine. | 

Bom, Throw boldly at the Sum which the Gods ſet ; * 
A hundred thouſand Lives at once are met, 

Ihat on your ſide will all their Fortunes bet. 


* Enter Maherbal. 


Mah, Come forth, my Lord, haſle from your "Tent, 
| behold a | | 

Sights that may chill the fery, davnt the bold: 

Shrill Trumpets echo thro” che Arch of Heaven, 

Battles proclaim'd, and bloody Signals given. 

Two Suns their gaudy Chariots Curtains furl, 

And at each other brandiſſi'd Lightning hurl ; | 

Red Bolts ruſh flaming thro! a bloody Sky, } 

Wounding the Air, vaſt pointed Splinters I, 

Immortal Spirits drop down, and ſeem to die: 5 

A Hoſt of heav'nly Warriors bright and gay 

Appointed ſtand, and ready for the Fray; 


In 
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a golden Arms their ſhining Chiefs appear, . 
eſmets and Shields of Diamonds they wear, 
And Spears, with Stars of Value ſet, they bear. | 

Han. The End of all Things fure is drawing nigh. _ 

Mah. Thro' the void Place ſwift Darts obliquely fly: 
Black ſwarthy Demons hold a hollow Cloud, 

nd with long 'Thunder-bolts they dram aloud : 

Their Trumpets all with Sun-beams are inlay*d. 
Vhere dreadful Sounds by fiery Breath are made: 
fountains are buried in the Womb of Earth, 
Grave they find where firſt they had their Birth: _ 
ur Heuſhold-Gods ſweat as they ſtand, and al! 
Y our Garlands from their Temples untouch'd fall. 
Wolf but now, his Jaws all blooded o'er, 
And by his Side a ſavage foaming Boar, , ; 
Y our-Out-guards fac'd, and Slaughter there began, 
(or Rop'd they, but thro” all the Army ran, 
Fill ſatiated with Blood, the Monſters fled, 
aniſh'd from Sight, and in dark Foreſts hid. 

Han. Lead to the Place from whence we may deſcry 
Theſe dreadful Prodigies that fill the Sky. * 
-ommand our Prieſts a Sacrifice prepare, 

T'appeaſe the angry Demons of the Air, _ [Excunt, 


27 


he SCENE draum diſcovers a Heaven of Blond, 
two Suns, Spirits in Battle, Arrows fhot te and from 
the Air; Cries of yielding Perſons, &c. Cries of 
Carthage 75 fallen, Carthage, &c. K 


Re-enter Hannibal, Maherbal, Bomilcar. 


Han. What mean the Gods by theſe fantaſtick Forms? 
nd unprovok d why do they raiſe ſuch Storms ? 
Mah. When dreadful Prodigies like theſe appear, 
he ſure Deſtruction of ſome State is near. 
Dur General's mov'd, his angry Looks dart Fire, 
ind noble Rage does his griev'd Soul inſpire. 
Han. Can this be true? Anſwer, ye Powers Diving, 
hall in our Death the Roman Glory ſhine ? 
Has Fate our Ruin fix'd? Is it decreed, 


hat Cartbage fall, and Hannibal muſt bleed? 


— =Iund 


ee 27 yt 


28 epa „ 


feng enibaken Souls one Doom we'll wait, ih. i 
periſh” bravely, tho unfortunate : 
Yo, ye malicious Powers, this Hannibal, | | 


om you untimely to Deſtruction call, 

Still what he was, ſhall like a Soldier fall. 

Let Hanno ſhiver in the Arms of Death; 

But loud Reports hall wait our parting Breath, 

We'll drown the Talking-Gods with our laſt Cry, 

And Earth ſhall ET back upon the Sky, [Exeun 
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ACT III. SCENE. 1. 


4 Rid Climp.' 
Enter Sabo, Lelius, Attendants, Fenn Guard. 


8010. 


Does ſtrange that we no News Sim Cirta hear, 
= No Soldier thence? . -- 

Lel. None, Sir, does yet a 

Seip. Twere fit ſome Tribune with ou: 
x Horſe ſhould go, 
And the Intents.of Maffinifſa' know, 


- Enter Roſalinda and Maſſina. . - 
/ Where is the General ? By your Majeſty, 1 
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And ayguſt Garb, you ſhould the Conſul be: 
If ſuch. you are, I charge you ſet me free. 

Scip. Your ſtrict Commute are told in ſuch a way, 
The Conſul doubts whether he ſhould obey : 
Nor know I, Fair-ene, what, or whote-you are, 
Wrongfully held, or Priſoner of War. 

Ro/. By Right or Wrong, when Beauty 2 . 
Tis fit you ſtrait my Liberty enjoin; 
To keep me here againſt my Will is wrong, 
Since I to Hannibal the Great belong : 
Daze you detain what's his ? Sei 
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wm Hannubal's Overtbrom. 
| Seip. We all Things dare, DP | WW 5. 
But would not willingly ofend the Fair: 
None ſhall preſume your Freedom to deny, 
If with the Gift we may your Friendſhip buy, 
Rof. My Friendſhip! No; to Death I hate you all, 
All that bear Arms againſt my Hannibal: cn 1 
A Man ſo great, I tho' a Roman born, 
Can for his fake my Friends, my Country ſcorn ; 
Who drives the braveſt of you from the Field, 
As I in Cities make all Beauties yield. 
Rome ! She's not fit tho' ſhe her Head lay down, 
To be his Foot-ſtoel, when he mounts a Throne. 
* My yet unſhaken Soul, with Virtue bound, 
No Force of War, or Love cou'd ever wound : 
But Mars and Cupid now at once appear, 
And ftrike me with an Object fierce and fair. 
How her Eyes ſhine ! what killing Fires they dart ! 
And all within I feel the fatal Smart. 
Away with her, ſhe's a Sorcereſs, go. 
Mafſ. Stay, ſtay, my Lord, remember ſhe's your Foe ; 
Beſides I love her ; and if ſhe depart, | 
Or ſuffer any Wrong, 'twill break my Heart. 
By all thoſe noble Promiſes you made, [ Knee/s, 
When A4/drubal in Spain before you fled, 
car And I your Pris'ner was, you lov'd me then, 
Witch Gold and Jewels ſent me home again, 
And hung about my Neck a Di'mond Chain. 
* Scip. At your Requeſt, ſhe ſhall not go, but ſtay 
With me. | 
Maß. With you? Diſpatch her, Sir, away. 
A Rival in my Love I cannot bear : | 
Love-Toys, my Lord, below your Greatneſs are, 
! They'll take you off the Buſineſs of the War. 


* 1 
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Scip. Tho' War uſurp the Day, Love claims the Night, 
At laſt we'll try this am*rous new Delight. 

Mag Yer you may try, but ne'er can pleaſe like me; 
You'll ſtill be dreaming, Sir, of Victory, 

Of ſtorming Forts, and digging Trenches deep, 
| And call for Arms and break your Miſtreſs' ſleep, 
* Ro/. The ſerious Trifles of your Love adjourn; 
For know I view you 0 With equal Scorn. 
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* Yophoniſba ; /, 
O mighty Hannibal ! thou all Divine, ' | 
This loyal Heart] ſhall never he but thine; 
How little theſe chmpar'd tothee ? how low? © 
Scip. Trophies as great, and Conqueſts we can ſhow, 
Noble as thoſe Which his fam'd Arms adorn, 
From as dire Dangers Victory hath torn. | 
Roſ. 'Tis true, ſome Glory you atchiev'd in Spain, 
And Carthagena by Surprize did gain; 
For your late Conqueſt poorly did conſpire, 
Pretending Peace, you ſet the Camp'on Fire : 
Yet you would loudly talk of Roman Fame, 
When all your Eagles Dove-like flew fo tame, 
But Hannibal with Noiſe to War proceeds, 
Makes the World ſtart at his unequal Deeds; 
He like ſome rolling Whale, who as he laves, 
With his bright Armory gilds the Waves; 
Daſhes the frighted Nation from his ſide, 
'That pale and foaming Furies far off ride, 
O'er all the watry Region does command, 
The Ocean's Lord and Tyrant ef the Land: 
While your tame Legions, like the ſmaller Fry, 
Glide ſilent on, and only twinkle by. 
Seip. Take her, Maſſina, bear her from my Tent, 
To Freedom, Chains, to Death or Baniſhment : 
Bear her where I may never ſee her more. 
* Maſſina leads her of. 
She's gone, and now I am as heretofore ; 
My panting Heart with Thirſtof Glory burns, 
Fame flies before, and beck'ning Fortune turns, 
Bevers and Bucklers, Swords and maſſy Shields, 
And all the wonted Objects Fancy yields, 
Black Hills, and duſty Plains, and bloody Fields, 


Ent er Maherbal s 


What art thou ? "Tis the Conſul ſpeaks. 

| Mah: From Hannibal I come with you to treat, 
E'er Fortune half the frighted World defeat : 
The Grace which for his Spies you did command, 
He thanks you for; but with his Sword in Hand, 


He who neer yet a Parley wilt'd with Rome, | 
Since War is to the dreadful upſhot come, 

ould hold Diſcourſe with you of the Earth's N y 
6 - | (lp. 


. 
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ib Tis ted; where's the Place ? 
1h. On Zama s Plain, 
ended only with five hundred Men; 
on as the Morn's firſt Bluſhes ſhall appear, 
pect the Terror of your Armies there, [Fxit. 


Scip. Wou'd it were done, the great Deciſion made; 
me crown'd, and in the Duft great Carthage laid. 


Enter Trebellius. 


reh. Laurele, and all the Trophies Conqueſt yields, 
lours and Standards bought with Blood in Fields, 
vg Maſſiniffe does to Scipio ſend , N 
s godlike Maſter, and his warlike Friend. 
Pap. Relate in brief the Progreſs of his Arms. ; 
Feb. Soon as King Syphax heard our dread Alarms, 

> ſent ſome Troops of Hotſe abroad to ſcout, 

Ihich were by equal Number put to rout. 
$e'd with Deſpair, and by his charming Wife, 
hoſe Beauty has been fatal to his Life, | | 
came in Perſon forth to end the Strife. 
ar Battles join'd, and ftercely it was fought, 
I! to the laſt Extreams our Troops were brought; 
then Ma/fni/a more than Man appear'd, 
þd with his overflowing Valour clear'd 

ole mighty Odds, which firft our Soldiers ſear d 
Pcip. Some wondrous Act of Fortitude was ſhown, 
Ihich could reſettle Troops half overthrown. 

Treb. Where'er our Gegeral turn'd, Death mark'd his 

Look, 

d when he ey'd, with his cold Arrow ftrook ; 

ke ſome vaſt Flame he made his glorious Way, 

d all about him Deſolation lay. 
ax whole Name he made to Heav'n reſound, | 
th Cries of ecchoing Joys at laft he found, | 
embling, tho' with his Guards encompaſs'd round; 
ift as Revenge could dart, he on him flew, 
hom from his Horſe with his Hands force he drew, 
d pierc'd his Heart in both the Armies View : 
hich ſeen, with one Conſent the Soldiers fled, 
if all Hopes were with their Monarch dead. 
Seip. Cirta ſhould after ſuch a Loſs, in courſe, 
render to the Victor's dreaded Force. 


C 2 Treb. 


Bom. That ſhe wou'd there for your Appearance itay;|þ 
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Treb. It did, Great Sir: To Maffmiſ/a now - 

The graveft Lords with willing Homage bow ; + 

Where, as I did amongſt the Foremoſt ride, 

Twas wiſh'd the Queen might prove the Victor's Bride, 

Scip. I rather wiſh thou coud'ft not Conqueſt boaſt, 

Add that the King were with the Battle loſt. 

Jo Cirta, Lelius inſtantly repair, 

And makethat ſubtle Queen our Priſoner : 

If M2/ini//a ſhould oppoſe you, ſay, 

Tis my Command, who ſwore you to obey, [Exel 


Enter Hannibal, Maherbal, and Bomilcar. 


Han. My Raſalinda freed, and in my Tent! 
But wherefore was that Stranger with her {ſent ? 
Thou haſt a Tempeſt rais'd within my Mind ; 
Speak, was this Youth ſo fair, and ſhe ſo kind? 

Bom. Your Roſalinda's Beauty did appear 
Bright as Noon-day ; all piercing, ſprightly clear; 
But he who led her ſeem'd ſo ſoft and young, 
As if that Pity handed Love along ; | 
And Tears did ſo his bluſhing Cheeks adorn, 
Methought the Sun came uſher'd by the Morn. 

Han. Ceaſe thy unwelcome Praiſe ; what did ſhe ſay? 


] bow'd and went, and being curious grown: 

. I ſtoop'd a-while to mark that Fair unknown : 
When ſhe with languiſhing Intreaties ſaid, 

Is this your Love? Shall I not be obey'd ? 
Pe gone, be gone; if Hannibal ſhould come, 
And but inſpe&, Death were a certain Doom. 

Han. Peace, Harbinger of Fate; with Ravens dwel,, 

Thy Tale at Midnight to the dying tell: 

Oh ! it has pierc'd me like a poiſon d Dart, 

Which by Degrees infects the Blood and Heart; 
And now it higher mounts, divides my Head, 
Where like a Plague its pointed. Venoms ſpread, 

My Brain ten thouſand various Tortures turn; 

Now Agues chill me, and now Feyers burn. 

Oh Ræfalinda ! Falſe ungrateful Maid, 

And I for Loſs of Glory thus repaid ; 

But let's away, to my Pavillion lead ; 

That Raviſher of allmy Hopes ſhall bleed, 7 
N 
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Enter Roſalinda. and Maſſina. 


Re/. Why did you ſtay ? If you did ever love, 
t me conjure you, from this Place remove. 

Maſ. Permit me, as your menial Servant ſtay, 
d near your Perſon ſigh my Life away : 

that ſo much ? ; 

Ro/. It cannot, muſt not be, 

at you ſhould idly ſpend your Hours with me: 

ao like the golden Planet of the Day, 

zould, as you riſe all glorious, ſet all gay; 
gen'rous Pity does my Heart ſubdue, 

hich bids you now eternally adieu. 

Maſj. Say, your Diſdain Alas ! how can FE part? 
letbinks J go as if I had no Heart: 

t fince you are refolv'd it muſt be ſo, | 
ear to ſome murm'ring Brook [I'll lay me down; 
'hoſe Waters, if they ſhould too ſhallow flow, 

y Tears ſhall ſwell em up that I will drown. 


Enter Hannibal, Bomilcar, ard Aſper. 
Roſ. Maſſina, ſtay ; I ſtrictly charge you live. 
Han. Not Heav'n nor Earth can gran him a Regi 
rce Hannibal has vow'd that he ſhall die WRAY 
-milcar bind him, bind him inſtantly. "9 
al e Rofulinda ! Bear him from my fight, 
d ſhave his Beauties with eternal Night. 
it for this at laſt we meet again ? 
ou'd you. had ſtill the Conſui's Captive been. 
R/. Oh Hannibal! can you reſiſt my Tears ? 
'hat Change is this your ſtormy Temper wears ? 
e ſhall not die, Bomilcar, Aſper, ſtay, 
is I command you; dare you diſobey ? 
Han. Be gone, he dies who liſtens to her Pray'r ; 
ull off his Bracelets, let him Shackles wear. 
Vith Fetters fiet his ſoft and ſupple Skin; 
00 light a Penance for ſo foul a Sin. | 
| [Maſlina 7s taken away, 
Re,. If Raſalinda yet has any part 
tin that cruel, yet renowned - 
his Stranger's Freedom inſtantly enjoin, 
ind you ſhall ever be the Lord of mine. 
3.3.4 Hani 
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Han. How dar'ſt thou plead for him, falſe as you an 
Falſer, if poikible, than thou art fair: 
In his Behalf no Interceſhon' make, 
His Torments ſhall be doubled for thy ſake. 
Ro/. Henceforth wrong'd Innocence from Courts reti 
Thou beſt, but rare Companion of the Great: 
Since thus abus'd, ah ! viſit him no more, 
But reſt thy Sorrows at ſome Shepherd's Door. 
Han. O'Guilt !] canſt thou to Innocence appeal, 
Who to this Youth ſuch Kindneſs didft reveal? 
Roß. If Pity Kindneſs be, I was moſt kind, 
Who all my Softneſs to his Griefs reſign'd: 
And what but marble Hearts cou'd ſee him mourn, 
Yet ſo much Sweetneſs with ſuch Sorrows ſcorn ? 
Han. Pity, like yours, that does ſo ſwiftly move, 
Is the Fore-runner of approaching Love. 
Ro. Unworthy of the Honour you poſſeſs ; 
My Paſſion's great, wou'd I cou'd make it leſs : 
| Know, moſt unjuſt and jealous, therefore vain, 
| For jealouſy's great Weakneſs in great Men. 
My conſtant Soul did for thy Glory wave, 
The Rich, the Young, the Beautiful and Brave. 
| My Charms tke cold and temp'rate Conſul felt, 
Whilt Beauty's Beams did fiercely on him play: 
Jie Froſt Which long had bound his Heart, did melt, 
And Love hke Sun-ſhine thaw'd his Ice away. 
Han. Your Looks methinks have qui.e another Air} 
Nor doubt I but your Beauty has been try d, : 
So faint Love's Colours in your Face appear, 
Like Silks that loſe their Gloſs by being dy'd. 
Ko. That Scipio, nor this Prince, whom cruel you 
Have bound, cou'd nothing on my Heart prevail, 
Js as Heav'ns high Decree molt juſtly true; 
And I am innocent, as thou art frail, 
Han, Alas! twas Innocence to ſay, be gone: 
If Hannibal ſhou'd but inſpect, you're dead. 
Ro/. Compaſſion, for a Love I could not own, 
Urg'd me to ſpeak: what you have heard, was ſaid, 
Therefore releaſe him inſtantly from Bands, 
And yield him ſafe into the Conſul's Hands: 
Without Delays or mbrm'ring free him ſtrait ;- 
Or may your Laurels never more be green, 
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For know I hate thee on a dou 
Much for thy Love, more for tyrannick Pow*r. 
Princes who have like me diſhonour'd been, 
Should bluſh to be diſhonour'd ſo agen; 


peak Hannibal, would thou thy Share reſign ? 
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Nor may your Arms in War. be fortunate, 
Non Re/alinda but with Frowns be ſeen. 
Han. SWF, Madam Haſte, the captive Prince un- 
- ind: | 
My Heant to others rough, the Soldier's Crime, 
As Rocks to Seas, or ſtubborn Oaks to wind. 
Shall bow to you, as thoſe muſt yield to Time : 
Forgive my 'Temper, harden'd with the Steel, 
In which I ſtood almoſt immortal Man, 
Till Love let fall a Blow, that made me reel, 
And pointed Beauty through my Armour ran. 
Can you forgive the Rudeneſs of my Mind ? 
Ro/. Forego your Jealouſy, and I'Il be kind. 


Enter Maſſina anbound. 
Han. May arafh Man, wrong'd Prince, your Pardon 
crave ? 


Ma. No, Sir, my Pardon Fon ſhall never have; 
le Score, 


Fall, die, diſpatch, to Fortune's Malice bow, 
Thy royal Uncle would not own thee now. 

Life proffer'd with the World I wou'd not take; 
Yet I could live for Ræſalinda's fake : 


Roj. He may, but I can never part with mine. 
Maſ. How, never! 
Ro/. Never. | 
Mas. O unkind hard Heart 
Love when he ſhot me, ſure miſtook his Dart, 
Or chang'd with Death, whoſe quick deſtroying Shaft 
Thus drinks m) Blood, thus with a full deep Dra ght. 
[Stabs himſelf. 
Ro/. Hold, cruel Prince] the Dagger from him wreſt. 
Han. Too late, alas ! I drew it from his Breaſt. 
Ro/. What have you done? = 
Mai. Only my Body drain'd Lt 
Of that tick Blood, which Hannibal had ſtain'd: 
What leſs than Death could I to Honour give? 
And Love neglected charg'd me not to live. 
B 4 Now 
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Now yon may take him, take him to you all, 
This cruel, haughty, happy Hannibal. 
Aan. The Bus'neſs of our Life's a ſenſeleſs Thing; 
Why burns the ambitious Man to be a King? 
Or to what purpoſe does the Warrior call 
For Arms? or Gown-men buſtle in the Hall? 
Sport for the Gods, they whirl us here and there, 
As Boys blow watry Bubbles in the Air. 
My Help 
Mag. Ah! let me not be touch'd by thee, 
If Foes may capable of Pity be. 
Your Ro/alinda ſeize, and with her fly 
To golden Beds; embrace her fait, while I 
Within my dark and guity Dungeon lie. 


Han. Crouds of ill-boding Thoughts my Soul diſmay, 
His Body to the Roman Camp convey, A 
Hears'd in a mourning Chariot ſoftly tread, $ 
And look ſe fad that tuey may think you dead. 'A 

| [They bear off the Bod, 4 

Ro/. This your Suſpicion of my Honour was: 2 
See the Effects where ſealouſ the Cauſe. 

Ah cruel Victor, I cou'd curie thee now; 

With all thy Laurels blaſted on thy Brow. 

Love fickens with this Deed, my Tranſports fade, 
Would we were both in Earth's low Caverns laid; A 
Curtain'd with ſhady Horrors, where the Sun 2 


And Stars their fiery Courſes never run, 
But all the Buſ:nets of the World is done. 


[F xi. 4 
Han. Oh that my Heart her future State could find ; 

Know to what Good or Ill this Life's deſign'd. 

Prudence againſt ſuch Knowledge may adviſe : 

But whoof all Mankind was always wiſe ? 

For the great Secret to the Gods I'll go; 

And if they fail me, fathom for't below, 

Tho' hid by Fate under a thouſand Rocks, 

And drag it up by the dark jetty Locks. 

Let it as ghaſtly as a Gorgon come, | 

Stiff with the View, I will out gaze my Doom. 


hes 3 


[Exit 
SCENE 
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SCENE, the City of Cirta. 


Enter King Maſſiniſſa and Menander. 
[Trumpets ſound a hfty March. 


K. Maſ. Was ever Victory ſo ſwiftly won? 
We ſcarce had Leiſure to demand the Town : 
Their Gates were open'd with ſuch Haſte and Fear, 
As if our conqu'ring Swords enchanted were. | 
Men. Syphax, the great Uſurper of your Throne, 
Is to revenging Furies downwards gone: 


43 In Hell's low Valleys grown the darkeſt Weed; 


And feels the Stings that make Ambition bleed. 
EK. Maſ. Straight to the Palace bid our Forces turn, 
Where Sophoni/ba does her Loſſes mourn. 
we'll vifit that forſworn. illuſtrious Fair, 

Jo let her ſee how unconcern'd we are. 

Mien. Since you have promis'd that you will forfake, 
4 Why ſhbuld your Virtue needleſs Trials make? 
Love, tho' ſcarce warm, within your Boſom pent, 
Fann'd with her kindling Sighs, may get a Vent: 
Like Heat which ſtifled in ſome cloſer ſpace, 
lf any Air gets in, fires all the Place. 

EK. M/ Dar'ſt thou ſuſpect? I fay, it cannot be; 
Has Air, or its wing'd Rangers, Liberty? a 
= Looſe like the Wind, as the wide Ocean free, 
= My enlarg'd Soul rolls wantonly along. 

Lan hear. unmov'd the warbling Syren's Song; 
57 Braving her Eyes, her Falſheod l' upbraid, 
For thoſe rude Wrongs ſhe on my Virtue laid. 
* Men. Your Majeſty beſt knows what's fit to chuſe; 
I humbly. offer'd what you may refuſe. 
K. MV Perhaps, my preſent Rage I may not keep; 
For ſhe has Words would make the Cruel weep. 
And Charms as powerful as Circe's Wiles, 
As raviſh'd Virgins Sighs, or Infants Smiles. 
But I more blind with Rage than ſhe with Tears, ö 


Maugre the Cunning which her Sorrew wears, 
Her Hopes will laugh at, and deſpiſe her Fears. 
xt. [ Exeunt.. 
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SCEN E, The Palace.” 


E ter Sophoniſba, Rezambe, St Merna. 


Soph. Rame and the World a grind my Life combine; 
Methinks I'm ſtill a n File this is mine. 
Tho' Maſfiniſſa has th g 0 *erthrown, 

And his victorious Troops poſſeſs the Town; 
Vet SophomiPba is, and ſhall be free, 
Spite 55 the frighted Senators Decree. 
They bluſh to ſee this Life ſo glorious ſhine, | 
And fear their Eagles Eyes ſhould dazzl'd be with mine. 4 
Merna, if I have aught from thee deſerv'd, 
Be grateful thus, and thou haſt nobly ſery" % 

Mer. Not for the World. 

Soph. Rezambe, thou art brave, 

Strike, and the Carthaginian Glory ſave : 
How will the Juſt, the Valiant, and the Wiſe, 
Extol thy Virtue, and thy Courage prize ?- 
Who durſt the Softneſs of thy Sex farego, 
And free thy Country with one deſp'rate Blow; 
A Deed that will e'en Hannibal out do. 
- Rex. Rather than I would live to ſee thoſe Hands, 
Which Kings have kiſs'd, fetter'd with Roman Bands, 
That Body like a Pageant - Wretch adorn'd, 
Gracing the Vitor's Wheels your Greatneſs-ſcorn'd ; 
Rather than this endure, by all that's good, 
I'd bathe this Dag er in your Life's warm Flood, 
Till the Haft creeks with —— Heart's Royal Blood. 
' Soph. O thou moſt noble martial Maid, 

If by thy Eyes my Soul could be ſurvey d, 
Thou wouldſt believe what cannet be expreſs'd, 
How dear thou art to Sophonisba's Brealf, 

Thy Voice like ſad, but pleaſing Muſigk flew ; 
Like dying Swans, twas ſweet and fatal too. 
Now ftrike, and bravely act thy tragick Part; 
Juſt here, frike ke thro' and thro” this wretched Heart. 

Rez. Death's our laſt Remedy, as tis the worſt: 

*Tis fit you try the Victor's Mercy firſt. 
Prince Maſini//a loy'd you once; who knows 
But the fame Paſſion in his Bolom glows ? 
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Mens land, Pam, try all en If 
wo at brandiſh* d Swords and plitt'ring Aims: 
Mer. ** was Man like Maſniſſa find. 

By Nature mild, and amorouſly inclin c. 
Not hg. we | Syphax dying fell ſo low, 
RX As this charm'd Prince will to your Beauty bow. 
= Rex. 3 Treachery you ought to — 
Let Guilt ſhrink back, and Innocence 
n hide the Ponyazd in my Robe ; if 
Dooms you a Slave, this gives you Liberty. 
Soph. When Breach of Faith "Plata Hearts does dif 
' engage, low 1 
The calmeſt Temper turns to wildeſt Rage : 
He thinks me falſe, tho' I have been molt true; 
| And thinki ; what may his Fury do? 
Rex. His Trumpets Clangors make the — 3 
Here wait your Pate, ant ts vetierives ing: | 


ine. 4 


Enter King Maſſiniſſa, Menander, and Arendantr | 


EK. Ma, Madam, I come to tell you that you are 
0 No * Queen, but Priſoner of War. 7 
he King, whoſe Loſs tis probable you grieve, 
„To whoſe lov'd Memory thoſe Tears you give, 

„ For Judgment is to Heaven's Tribunal gone, 
And now'F come to claim my Father's Throne. 
vou in the War have been nate; 
Not but your Cauſe deſerw'd a better Fate. 
3 S»ph. Of Empire's Joys to you a Gift I make, 
More willingly than I did ever take. 
Freely as ever Syphax made it mine, 
To Maſjmifſa I my Crown reſign. 


K. Maj. Not as your Gift; Crowns I ſhould: then 
deſpiſe : 

But as my Right by Birth and Valour's Prize, 

My Father Gallas Diadem III bear, Ba | 

And all the Royalties of Cirta wear. 
" RH Soph. Theſe Springs of Ore Unkindneſs now top 
plies. 

K. Ma/. Syphax deſerv'd ins Tribute from your Eyes, 

Soph. There is a Cauſe mote worthy of thele Tears, 

| K. Maſ. 


f 


0 * Sophoniſpba; o, * 
K. , Maſ. _— what, than Syphax'? lor yon 
Sake 
Did he not Fame and Empire Victims make, * 
Giving Love over-meaſure, when at laſt 
een 7. I 
i, 5. If what 1 ſpake might kindly be receiv'd — BF. 
iſery can never be believ'd. | 

Foe Ma: Not you believ'd! O God, is it clear Day 

So manifeſt are all Things that you ſay. 
Not you believ'd! what harden'd | Infidet - 
Shall dare to doubt the-Oracles you tell? | 

Soph. I will, when Sorrow ſhall permit me, ſpeak ; 
But ſure my Heart muſt with Unkindneſs 

K. Maſf. *Tis poſſible; yet, Madam, e're I go, 
Expreſs your Will, for I have much to do: 

My Men I have not plac'd ; my Father's Throne 
e have not fill'd ; I muſt, I muſt be gone. 
3 do we triumph ? 

Men. Bravely, Sir; | 
All like yourſelf, and more than — 

Rag. Merna, we're loſt: for with a haughty Scorn 
He turns away, and ſmiles to ſee her mourn. 

Soph. 2 you not Maſiniſſa calld ? 

K. IJ am. 

Sopb. | ave you not heard of Sophoni iba! s Name? 
She who, unmov'd your high Diſdain endures ; | 
Yet Sophoniſba, who was always yours. 

K. Ma/. Oh Heavens ! v 

Soph... Whom waſting Cares did all the Day 1 3 


Who watch'd all Night, counting each tedious Hour: 
And never found that there were Joys in Power 

K. Ma/. Ha! Sophoniſba ! yes, I knew her well. 
27 = I fair, and loy'd her e're ſhe fell. 

h, Sophanifha, hadſt thou but a Mind 

Half beauteous as the Caſe where tis enſhrin'd, 
Thou wert —— but ſhe is dangerous to name; 
My Reaſon's ſnatch'd by my tempeſtuous Flame. 
Menander, he) 
Or I ſhall fink in the Abyſs of Thought, 
My Vows, my Friendſhip, Glory, all for 
As when we launch into the Sea, the Lan 

whey backward, with the Trees, and all the neighb'ring 
A Strand. Men. 
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Men. Be 


nr Lord, you're ruin'd if you Ray. 
K. Maſ. — onf® the enn _ we. run 
away? 
Men. Still act fome Hopes, fince at her Name he 
ſhoo | | 


\nd now he eyes her with a kindling Look. 
Rez. With that laſt Glance, methought, Love ſhot 
him there. g | 
K. Maſ, Yes, Madam, this is Maſiniſſa. © 
BS Confuſion be i it known ) 
| Wa king Grave with Sorrows over- grown, 
4 ith we? bares and every baneful food, = 
That Ni atchings — pale Troubles breed. 
Þnce I was Fee from theſe, and flouriſh'd fair, 
ike a tall Tree I bloſſom'd in the Air; 
y cheerful Friends like Birds about me ſung, f 


i 
Y! 


Free from the Charms of thy deceitful Tongue, 

And Ripenin Hopes blooming around me hung; J. 

ill thou, fair Murd'reſs, didit like Lightnin al, 

Ind blaſted Ble ſſoms, Branches, Root = Ta 0 

1 8 O, Maſfiniſſa, hear I this from thee? 

EK. M/ "Tis equally a Truth from him or me, 

r any here —= why, Madam, not from me? 

ut if my Preſence ſhould a Trouble prove, 

will for ever from your Sight remove. 

Soph. Stay, Maſſiniſſa, ſtay, my Life, my Soul 3 4 

PF by do your Eyes with ſuch ſtrange Motion roll? 

2 70 Fury in this Heart that loves you hide. 

EK. Ma. Wpere does the Searcher of the Soul robes, 

uo thro! blind Tracks, finds out a Woman's Heart? 

, here's a Bar, a Stop to all his Art: 

ho would not ſwear that ſuch a Love is true? 

Soph. Do I not love you? by the Gods I do. 

K. Make fob. thou Diflembler ; Once this would pave 
| Re'3 |, SY 


tall thy '\practis'd Wiles at laſt are known. | 
ſt ſo ſhe talk'd, and ſo ſne wept before, /';' , 
Ind with. that beauteous honeſt! Look: degree. . 
ods ! if I ſtay, I ſhall believe again; 

_ Wrewe!, chou game gr dba Pain. | 368 
ing Sapb. 


t. 


4.2 Sophoniſba; or, ? 
Sen. By all your Loves, Cates: not be; 
'Thoſe cruel. Words cauld not be meant to me: - 
To me, who love you with a Heart entire, 
A Flame more laſting than the Veſtal's Fire- 
To me, who am indeed all one Deſire. 
Ah, Prince, thy Love is all my Light and Health, 
The Treaſure I would hoard, my 2. Wealth; 
Take not that from me. i 
K. Maſ. Tis but vain Delay. 


Soph. Unkindly urg d why 40 you. e 


You ſhall not go till you have left me dead. 

My Tears till now were never vainly ſhed. 

O hear my Sighs, my Vows, ye Powers Above, 

If any Power like me could ever love: 

Let looſe your Fires, and thaw his fronen Heart; 

And thou, dread God of Love, try every Part. 4 
ou ſha” not ſtir. L Veen 1 
K. be will flare gr fork f. ng Flood? I 
Sop at ſuch 1 titude » 

Revenge on Aſter-Ages this 1 

And only Monſters make of human Race: 

Inhuman thou. 

* K. May. She ſhall not; yet ſhe mall: 

T fp, b. my Heart, and cries, ſhe'll have it all. 
"Tis er Eyes refiſtleſs Magick bear, 
2 els 1 ſee, and Gods are dancing there. 

e, Madam, riſe : each Sigh, each foftning Glance, 

Lal loud Wrongs; Fm hufh'd and in a France. Ni 

Men. His Sighs flow from him with fo ſtrong a Gal '$ Bu 

As if his Souf would thro* his Lips exhale. 2 

Soph. Could 42 de thus? your poor Miſre 
frown 

What wa whe hen — alas! what have I done? 

3 why nothing; only this thou 

vii my Soul. my Spirits, Blood, and Heart; 
WI Hand leaft 1 does pleaſe above 
The very Act of any othe 
„Gods, how the charms ! none, ſure, was e'er like thee; 
Nor wild as I; Storms borrow Race of me, 
But thou art ſoft; and ſweet, and 
As Births of Roſes, or as Bloſſoms fall. 
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Harinibat's Overthrow. 43 


$:ph. This Roe that ſticks ſo near your Heart will fade, 
hen planted We Hand in Death's cold Shade. 


Ma / Not ould harm 
K. en Savages w. thy! 


on whoſe refrefhi Pillows Plat © In reſt 
nd with immortal Sweets be ever pk 

Vo fair, tis well thau art not faithful too; 

87 could not bear my Bliſs if thou wert true. 

= $2ph. Think — not falſe, tho I did Syhax wed, 

IV ho ever was 4 Stranger to my Bed, | 
«MF orc'd by my Father's pofitive.Command, [730 
TY muſt confeſs I faffer d him my Hand | 

Fleayen curſe me if I ever granted more; 

Toa'd I be his, having been yours before ? 

K. Ma Why doyou ſtop ? Still as a Statue low 
ſtand, nor ſhall the Wind preſume to blow. 

* on, and it ſhall be Night: not one ſhall dare { 


ö 4 , tho' on the Rack he tortur d were, 

| r his Soul whitper a dying Prayer. 

4 So b. Make y gur Love long, Landler it bum ! les faſt: 
IT heſe fadden Ra ures are too hot tolaſt, 
EK. _— Ri t. Madam; len if we ſack Joys houſe 


he ht x th rts of Delight wou'd kill. 
AHenander, to the Temple lead away, 
hy my clear Fame this is our Marriage-Day. 
= $24. Your Fame does far above all Cenſure fit, ] 
Free from the aunts of low repining Wit. 
Kings tho' they err, ſhould never be arraign'd ; 
ut if I yield, my Glory will be ſtain' d. 
8 will the World of ſuch a Bride, 
2 the fame Day ber Husband dy'd ? 
K. n, Since Scipio is your mortal Enemy, 
Wt muſt be ſo upon Neceſſity ; : 
ho yet will not Wy fs being mine, 
9%. Then to the G me my Breath reſign. 
K. Maf. Can you conſent, rather than be my Wife, 
o hazard Honour, Liberty, and Life? 
ee 3 Soph. But, Si 


K. Ma/. But, Madam, ſay what you can ſay, c 


ou qugkt not, muſt not, and I cannot ſtay, 
ae Minute more caſts both our Lives away. ) 
Soph; 


= 
4 0% iF 


. |. Soph. Know, mi hty Prince, Iwas, | „ 
in 


And tho the World this Act may, juſtly blame, 
I. will be youre, and in that way you name 


LS 


But firſt, by all the Gods and Glory wear, 
Rather than yield me.up+Rome's Priſoner, 
That you ſome fatal Token will preſent, - 
To free me from inglorious Puniſhment, _ | 
K. Maſ. I ſwear by Heav'n, by Glory, and by Arm; 
By ſomething more, by your own, conqu'ring Charms, 
You ſhall be ever from the Romans free: 
Or I by Death will give you Liberty... 
Soph. Now lead me where you pleaſe. 


* 


K. If A Tae of Blis: n nd | 
The God of Marriage ſeal our Vows with this : [Les le, 
Nectar, and Flames, the Sweets of Hibla grow, - 
About her Lips ambroſial Odours flow. | 
Let melancholy Monarchs Counſel take, 

Wed by Advice, and fullen Nuptials make; 
But I prefer what thus my Arms.infold,, 
To all the Wealth that Earth or Seas can hold, 
To Rocks of Diamond, or to Hills of Geld. 
ape of proud Rome, and all her haughty Mien, 


: 


was my Midtreſs, and ſhall be my Queen. 


| Hapnibal's bene. 
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Bellona”s Temple. 


n Altar is ſhawn, with a Soldier lying upon it, arm'd 
ll but his Head: Aglave, Cumana, fanding each 
wpou @ Tripas, with Daggers in their Right-Hands, 
and . in their Left. 


£1. 
—x 
* 0 


n 


2 FR E we our ſolemn Rites begin, 
+ The facred Cavern purge from Sin: 

& About the dreadful Altar go; 
About it Incantations blow. 
Sanz! Cm. The dire Oblation thus we drain, 

5 nd with his Blood out Temples ſtain. 

ne Screech-Owl warns us with her Note, 

Strike your Dagger in his Throat ; 

Paſh him deep and ſuck his Blood, 
Prepare his frighted Ghoſt a Shroud. 

la. Riſe, ye ſulph*rous Flames, ariſe, 

Xonſume the baleful Sacrifice; 3 

Hbwof his Aſhes we may take, 

\nd clotted Cinders with 'em rake, | 

and Viands for Bellona make. 

Cum. Our Goddeſs ſmil'd ; 'Tis done, tis done; 

he Romans have the Battle won. 

rem yonder Battlement of Heav'n 

law the Carthaginians driv'n. 

[They fly, they fly, the Conſul there 

Furſues em thro! long Tracks of Air; 

le puts their General to Rout, | 

and drives them like a Storm boot: £5 

Azla Our Goddeſs ſhall have Death enough ; ; 

T Her Shrine with Fat of Thoufands ſtuff, 


With 


— - 
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With gory Heads her Altar fill; 

And Tuns of Blood upon em ſpill, ! 
Enter Hannibal, Maherbal, and Bomlicar, 


Cum. But lo, who comes, what are * 
LY 1 — into our Myſteries? ET IND 
peak, Aglave; Il be gone, Wl | 


The Buſineſs know, I'll come anon; 
The Fit of Propheey's come on. 
Our Goddeſs does the Tunnel wind, 
And ſacred Horrors ſwell my Mind. Go 
Ala. What are you? and what is it you would knoy 
an. Men call me Hannibal, Rome's dreadful Foe; 
Who after many Battles loſt and won, 
Reſolve to — or my Conqueſt crown. 
One Day the World's great Empire muſt decide; 
But, what the Gods and that great Day provide, 
We wiſh to know, who dare the worſt abide. 
Ala. Cumana to the ſacred Tunnel cleaves, 
Her Breaſt enlarg'd, the Goddeſs now receives ; 
And now ſhe rages like a Bacchanal, 
With Furies ated, rends the holy Veil : 
Full of the Deity, about ſhe roams, 
Stares, gapes, and on the ballow'd Curtain foams; | 
Cuts her hot Fleſh, grovels upon the Ground, | 
Sings, dances, Kicks the golden” Tripods round. 


Enter Cumana ſcratching her Face, ſtabbing a Dagger in ; 
her Arm,; Spirits n her. ; 


: enn ER r * 


* 
LI 
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{ Sings. N 
Beneath the Poplar's Shadow lay me, _ = 
No raging Fires will there diſmay me; _ 4 
Near ſome Silver boa lying, 
Under fleepy Poppies dyi 


1 wor and am bigger than Typhon er was ; 

With a firong Band of Braſs, O bind me about, 

22 Body ſpoula burſt, for the Secret ta paſs, F 
a Vent being given, the Fury get aaal . 

1 cannot, IAill not be wex'd any 


* 1 rage I grow weak, and the Goddefe gr anus frongy 


LS >" 
* 
= 7 5 ” v —— 
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Hannibal's Overrthrow. 


She ſpeaks. 
If Hannibal to Zama tend, 
His Valour Seipie ſhall commend 3 
And near Bagrada, on the Plain, 
There ſhall he thouſand Romans lain. 
Thou with thy, old Itallan Band 
Shalt put the Conſul to a Stan. 


| | | Sings. | 
Hart, Hart, the Drums rattle. 
Dub a dub to the Battle; 
Tarara, tarara, the Trumpets too rattle. | 
New, now they come on, and pell-mell they mingle. 
Mat ruſtling, and buſiling ; X 
And Splinters of Lances with broken rm jingle, 
Gold Trappings, bright Bewers, Swords, Bucklers ard 
apgers; 


The flout Man flies on, and the faint-hearted faggers. 


See, the Saddle-Girts burſt, - 
And the GeneraPs unhorſt 3 
Bat he rallies agen, 

id brings up his Men, 
Spite f Fortune and Fate, 
Aid the Gods that oppoſe, 
He hacks, and he hews, 
Thr the Hearts of his. Foes. 


Ceaſe, Gaddeſs, ceaſe thy Servant to torment ; 
My Lungs are with prophetick Fury ſpent. / 
The ſtruggling Fates within my Boſom turn, 


And heavenly Fires my trembling Heart- frings burn. 


Wen willthy Godhead' let me reſt, 
'T'co mighty for à mortal Breaſt? _ 

Ala. Cumana, to a Period haſte ; 
You ſhall have Eaſe when you have done, 
And ſweet refreſhing Slumbers taſte 

pon the Borders ot the Moon. 


A Dance 
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| . A Dance of Spirits. 
Cum. Lo, afar off the curſt Rirhbynian Band, 
A poiſon'd General rules upon the Sand. 
Gods ! how he ſwells! how bloated is his Look ! 
Death from the Pummel of his Sword he took. [ Ex: 
Han. Shall Roma fall by Carthaginians Swords, 
And Carthage ſink ? what mean theſe myſtick Words ? 
A fooliſh Bard as much as this might tell 
Or a white Witch, without the Aid of Hell. 
More I muſt know ; ſpeak Raſalinda s Doom: 
Let all the Loſſes of a Battle come, 
May Scipio in the Duſt our Glory foil, 
We'll bear the Frowns of Mars if Cupid (mile. 
Ala. Too curious Mortal, feek not what once known, 
May ſnatch you Sleep, and make you ever'groan. 
Your Fate crouds back; and would not come in view: 


Do not too far th* unwilling Gods purſae : 
Like one who raſhly dares give Spirits chaſe, 
They fly awhile to ſome dark ruin'd Place, 
Thro' Caverns run, thro' Cloiſters dog him round, I 
Or dance before him over fairy Ground; = c 
Till urg'd too far, a Faceall pale aud fad | . 
Turns quick upon him, and the Fool runs mad. 2 
Bom. Let's go, my Lord; I am not us'd to fear, 4c 
And yet methinks I dread to tarry here. = y 
Mah, Heaps of the Slain I often have beheld, = y 
And with my Battle-ax have Hundreds fell d ; * 
F 
V 
A 


q y x 3 9 TITTY , " 
_ 5 FRE” 2 1 r 88 "wt 4 
> FE "- n 3 - 
* . * 1 5 * 


Yet here I'm ſhaken, th' Objects too funeſt, I 
Id rather ſee a Javelin at my Breaſt. 4 
Han. Azlave, by your Goddeſs* Arms I ſwear, 
We will not from the ſacred Cavern fiir, 
Till ycu have clear'd my Doubts; tho' every Star | 
At your dread Call ſlatt from his flaming Sphere; £ 
Tho' from her Orb, cloſe mantled in a Cloud, | 
The Moon flide down to wander in this Wood, * 
Tho? with your Charms the Sun diffolve in Blood: 
Fathom the Depth of Deftiny below, 
And all the Terrors of your Magick ſhow. 
Ala. Beneath thoſe buirden'd Branches ſtand, 
Safe from the Spirit I command. 


Hannibal's. Overthrow. 49 
Ariſe, appear, thou whom his Soul does love, 
His Heart with viſionary. Horrors move. 


Roſalinda riſes in a Chair, pale, with a Wound on 
her Breaft 5- two Cupids deſcend, and hang weep- 
ing over her. | 
Han. Shall Ro/alinda then untimely die ? 

"Tis falſe, and all theſe damn'd Deceivers lye. 

Facing thy Fate, with my own Sword [I'll ſtand, _ 

Y backe d with my conqa'ring old Italian Band, 

Wich the ſame haughty Fierceneſs ruſhing on, 

Which the Saguntines City thunder'd down; 

Like Troy's young Hero; BE 

Who, while the World about him did admire, 

is Father bore thro' Night, Death, Blood and Fire, 

=X Spite of oppoſing Hell, and War's worſt Arms, 

so I will bear my Love upon my Arms. 

8 Bm, To Horſe, my Lord; and leave this curſed Place: 

Leis go, and inſtantly the Conſul face. * 

3 Mah. No more, in this damn'd Sorcereſs confide ; 

Permit my Sword her Body to divide: 

or from her Corps cut her enchanted Head, 

And her black brains upon the Altar ſhed. 

= Har. We'll go, Maberbal; with to morrow's Dawn, 

Ona the vaſt Plain our Squadrons ſhall be drawn. 

Yet for ſome Minutes Battle ſhall decline ; 

We'll fee this Conſul ere our Bodies join; 

And if on equal Terms a Peace may be, 

For Carthage fake I'll court my Enemy. 

Bom. Tis juſt you ſhould Deliberation take, 

Wich Caution deal, and manage the laſt Stake. 

= Mab. Your Armies are the Cards which both muſt play; 

At leaſt come off a Saver, if you may. 

= Han. But like Ss Offspring, ſwell'd with dang'rous 


| Fires, 
| He to the Management of all afpires ; 
Alone the Scepter of the World would ſway, 
Alone would rule the Heaven, and drive the Day. 
Like that indulgent God, I'll firſt adviſe ; 
SShew him the Tracks thro' which Ambition flies: 
Uf deaf to all, let him aſcend the Throne, 
dnatehing at Glories which muſt weigh him down; 


rr, 
ern 8 


AR 


Iriſe, 


Like 


& Sophoniſba; , © 

Like Fove well tofs him from his lifring Chair, 
Sing'd in the Clouds, hiſſing thro* liquit Ait, 
An \dart him headlong like à falling Star. { Eæeunt. 


Enter Scipio, meeting Lelius diſarmd Varro, and 
Trebellius. Ke 
Scip, Lelius return'd and fad ! tell the Event. 
Lel. Too late, my Lord, I was to Cirta ſent; 
For e'er ſome thou fand Paces got from hence, 
I Maſfniſſa met, that wretched Prince + 
Not as I us'd, arm'd with a Warrior's Grace, | 
Like Mars when thund'ring on the Plains of Thrace, 
But in a Chariot drawn by milk-white Steeds, 5 
Like ſoſt Adonis driving thro' the Meads, 
And Sophonisba leaning on his Breaſt, 
Like Venus with her wanton Huntſman bleſt 
Scip. Are theſe 'his Vows! Some new way we muſt 


981 by 4, 
Rather than live diſhondured, he ſhall die. 

Lel. Soon as the Tyrant Syphax was o'erthrowh, 
Wich Menaces he forc'd the frighted Town ; 88 
Which enter'd, ſtraight he to the Palace flew, 
Forgetting all his Vows, he lov'd anew; 

The conquer'd did the Conqueror fubdue. 

In ſhort, her Tears, and. Beauty won fo far, 

In. view of all the World he married her. 

They are arriv'd, and now upon the Plain, 

In a Pavilion Royal do remain. 
_ Scip. Trebellius, go, this ſubtle Charmer bring: 

Take all our Guards tafſiſt againſt the King; 

And fay that we'll attend him in his Tent, 

But firſt expect the Queen be Priſoner ſent : 

Tell him ſhe is the Romans Foe ; and ſhall 

A-Saertfice for Blood of Thoufands fall. 


[ Exeunt ſeverally. 


Enter King Mlaffiniſſe, and Sophoniſba. 
K+ M/ Let him arm all his Pow'r againſt this 8 
Breaſt, 
My Heart unmov'd ſhall fland the mighty Teſt 
What I have ſworn ſhall like thy Virtue laſt ; 
I'll hold-thee to me as my Heart-irings fat. 


Thon 


ly. 


hou 
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hou Soul of Love! all charming Excellence! 
Vhoſe very Looks drives ſtormy Troubles hence, 
does all the Bleſſings of the Gods diſpenſe. 

Vhy doſt thou tremble 1 let not ſancy Fear, 

ſake thy Heart pant, or cauſe thee- ſhed a Tear, 
Soph. Alas, my Lord, twere better I were dead, 
my cold Grave, ſafe from theſe Troubles laid; 
ather ten thouſand Racks let me endure, 


han once be brought into the Roman Pow'r. 


Tis true, that you have deeply ſworn you would | 
defend me, 


K. Maſ. To my Heart's laſt Drop of Blood; 

r may 1 by ſome Coward mangled lie, 

nd Dogs and Vultures tear me as I die. 

he Tygreſs will revenge her raviſh'd Young, 

lidſt Darts, and Spears, and Javelings ruſh along: 
he Clown, ſo low and ignorant of Fame, 

ill venture Life to fave his fwarthy Dame; 

Ind ſhall not T for thee loſe all this Blood, 

hou ſofteſt Bleſſing, and the ſweeteſt Good? 

Sopb. I know not what the Gods for you intend ; 
t'tis moſt certain Iam near my End: 

ot that Death's darkeſt Horror I can fear; 

t Bondage is a Load I canot bear. 

K. Maſ. Quit all thoſe Fancies that diſturb thy Reſt, 
d caſt thy Melancholy en this Breaſt. 
his Heart is ever thine. 
Soph. O my lov'd Lord; 


you ſhould break - ---- but you wi 


UU keep your Word, 
ep all your Oaths ; yet Heaven and you know beſt, 


me ſurfeit with their Love, as on a Feaſt, 

d then they loath when once they're fatiated ; 
t you'll remember me when I am dead. 

om theſe dear Eyes to endleſs Shades remov'd, 
ne &er will love you ſure as I have lov'd. 


Enter Trebellius. 


reb. Guards wait without My Lord, you muſh 
reſi 


e Queen, whom I have Ortilers to confine. | 
Ma ſ. Toueh her not for thy Life, but ſtreight retire; 
thou may*& with Thunder play, kiſs Fire, 


Grapple 
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Grapple with Death, a Peſtilence invade, | 
With all his fatal purple Pomp array d. 
: rTrebellius pou goes 10 ſeige 4-5 ber, Maſſiniſa kill: hin 
Treb. 0 off in my full Growth ! curſe on your Strife 
To die thus, when I Buſineſs had for Life. 
1 15 will revenge my Death, beware; N 
ing, tho' I know not where, (Di: 
K. 4 N ER” but thy Blood could waſh thy G 


What aurſt th the Rancour of thy Heart diſplay, 
And ſully with rude Hands the faireſt Piece 

That the Gods ever drew? Your Troubles ceaſe : 
I'm in; and now no Hope of Safety's nigh, 

Yet ſtill a King, we will attended die, 

Like a brave Merchant, 

Who when his long-toſs'd loaded Veſſol hits 
Againſt ſome Rock, and with loud Horror ſplits ; 
Firſt graſps one Casket which does all contain, 
Then fearleſs, ſhoots himſelf into the Main: 

So I with thee, my only Wealth, my All, 

Amidſt the num'rous flain at laſt muſt fall. 
The Noiſe comes near: Here ſafe retire from View, 
Glory and Love ſhall teach us what to do, [Exit Sa 


Enter Scipio, Lelius, Varro, and Guards. 


Lel. Trebellius ſlain ! and in a Woman's Cauſe þ 
Shame to our Arms, Diſgrace to Honour's Laws. 
What Flames of Miſchief from this Spark might m C- 
"Tis juſt with Rigour you his Fault chaſtiſe. ©. 

Sab. Yet Maſhniſſa, thou ſhalt dearly buy 
Thy ill- got Love, and fatal Gallantry : 

Curl on in wanton Ways, bask in her Charms, 
By Mars ſhe is a Victim to our Arms. 


"= Maſſiniſſa meets him. 


Maſ. Your high Diſpleaſure in your Face (py 
Wie the great Scipio frowns great Danger's nigh. 
The Fact I muſt confeſs, done in defence 
Or Beauty wrong' d, and helpleſs Innocence, 


- 
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$:ip. Where is that fair Incendiary fled ; 

Ere to extremeſt Rigour we proceed, 

I ſtrictly charge thee bring her forth to bleed: 

Or on thy Perſon I will Vengeance take, 

And thou ſhalt r periſh for thy Miſtreſs' fake. 
EK. Ma/. With greedy Joy I offer you my Life, 

If by the Gods you'll ſwear to free my Wife. 

Scip. You ſhall not for her ſake have leave to die, 

Nor will J give her Life or Liberty. 

For Rome, not fer your ſake this War was wag'd, 

WY cu only as a Voluntier engag'd : 

herefore whatever Towns or Captives fall 

nto your Hands, they are the Roman: all. 

K. Ma/. Then thus I draw; think it not . 

Por it's not meant, Sir, in my own Defence, 

] But to preſerve a ſacred Innocence. 

From their bright Thrones perhaps the Gods will zue, 
And range themſelves in Battle on my Side: | 
9 Beneath a Cauſe ſo oy J cannot fall, 

W and the Gods will fight it with you all. 
8 Scip, Thou deemſt 7 Luſt an Action great and good ; 
Death ought to cool this Fever in thy Blood. 
With me contending againſt Fate ye ſtrive, 
Vet I will Pity ſhew ; take him alive. 
EK. Maſ. Ingloriouſly you have a Conqueſt made, 
WT hat Breaſt my tim*rous Arm durſt not invade. 
Ny Heart, tho' prompted by her pow'rful Charms, 
l ated before the Maſter of my Arms. 
Nor ſhall you yet my Soul's lov'd Treaſure reach, 
My Body thus dams up the narrow Breach : 
and he who dares 
Waſhly on this forbidden Earth to tread, 
1 graſp his Soul, I'll ſpurn him to the Dead. 


V, 


Trumpets within, enter Menander, 


Scip. What means this mournful Noiſe, whoſe N 
Sound 

ith ſolemn Horror does my Thoughts confound ? 

Men. O ſacred Sir 


| {py 
h. 


C Scips 


Fernen, . IT 
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' - Scip. What, Soldier, all in Tears! 
Men. Sorrow her ſelf cloſe Mourner now appears ; 
The Prince Maffna ſlain: See blaſted there, 

The Hopes you lov'd, the Darling of the War. 
That beauteous Captive who wich you did treat, 

He to. the Carthaginian Camp did wait : 

Where Hannibal of 's Beauty jealous grown, 

Calt him in Bands; but when his Birth was known, 
As Toen unbound ; bu: then Deſpair did move, 
Deſpair of Glory, and Deſpiir of Love: 

Which, when the Royal Youth had raſhly weigh'd, 
And Fate with'murm'ring Thoughts a-while delay'd ; 
A Ponyard from his Robe bane, or he took, 

And to his Heart the deadly Weapon ſtrook. 

_ Scip. Behold, of furious Love, the dire Event 
Vet, Maſiniſſa, wilt thou not repent ? 
Behold the Pledge you left, for your Default, 
By Heaven's high Juſtice to Perdition brought. 

K. Maſ. Was ever Man thus wretched, and durſt livs 
Yet will I not one Tear to Nature give ; 
Leſt Bankrupt-like I laviſh what's not mine, 
Since all my Stock of Sorrow, Love, is thine. 
Scip. Remoye the Prince's Body from his Sight, 
Leſt too much Grief ſhould to Diſtraction fright, 
Vet if thou'lt bring her forth, we will forget 
This daring Raſhneſs which is Paſſion's heat; 
Thy Glory too with Laurels we'll advance, 
And with due Praiſe thy valiant Aclsäinhance: 
Thy Pile of Honour this right Hand ſhall bui:d. 
Why doſt thou weep ? 

K. Maſ. Becauſe I dare not yield: 
No, Sir, my Love I never can betray, 

 'Tho' you have touch'd me in the nobleſt Way. 

Scip. Canſt thou both Promiſes and Threats refuſe ? 
K Ma. Death, or what's worſe, you only bid me ch,, © 
Scip. Bring forth thy Love, and Life thou ſha!t cn 
K. Maſ. Is chat a Life? Your Purpoſe act; deſtroy I 
Turn all your Javelins Points againſt this Breaſt; ri 
But let it not of Love be diſpoſſeſt. 
Scip. Muſt I, who can command, thus vainly fue ? W 
K. Maſ. My ltubbora Heart Death only can wy - 
* | F 
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Scip. Then take that Death which you ſo little dread. 

Enter Sophoniſba. 

Soph. Stay Tyrant, hold ; firſt thou ſhalt ſtrike me dead: 
Come on, with thy brave Sword rip up my Breaſt, 
And fix my panting Heart on thy proud Creſt ; 

There let it hang, thy Valour's Trophy grown, 

To all the wondring World let it be ſhown : 

That none but Fools the Conqueſt may deplore, 
While all the Brave admire the Conqueror : 

A Conqueror ſo great, with one ſole Blow, 

He cou'd even Hercules himſelf out- do. 

O Heavens ! he durſt attempt (what ſhall I ſay ? 
WhatWords his Heart's fierce Grandeur can diſplay ? ) 
In heat of Blood he durſt a Woman ſlay ! 

Seip. When Ladies rail, a Soldier ſhould be mute: 

Beſides, I have no Leiſure to diſpute. 

As Helen did to Troy Perdition bring. 

Where'er you come your Eyes Deſtruction fling. 
When will your thirſty Charms with Blood be cloy'd ? 
Two Kings you have like that fair Greek deftroy'd : 
Spite of your Pride, you ſhall to Rome be led ; 

And there, for all your Witchcrafts, loſe your Head. 

Soph. On with thy Threats, thy violent Courſe purſue : | 
Enjoy thy bloody Wiſhes, Tyger, do; 

Barbarian, for in Rome thou were not born ; 

By ſuch a Wretch her Glories are not worn, 

Unleſs when dreſt up to be ſacr ific'd: 

To thee, the Moors and Goths are civiliz'd. 

Gorge thy ſelf, Saturn, make my Fleſh thy Food, 
And laugh when thou art drunk with a Queen's Blood. 

K. Ma/. All will be well; fair Excellence, retire ; 
Add not freſh Fuel to the dying Fire. 

Soph. To you, and Heaven, my Heart muſt ever bow; 
Conſul, with thee I am not angry now. 

Scip., Obſerve, ungovern*d Prince, with how much eaſe 
This Royal Foe we, if we would, might ſeize ; 1 
Ver, on your Promiſe that ſhe ſhall not go, 

Till we the Fate of War at Zama know, 

We will permit her in your Tent remain. 

But O my Friend, break this inglorious Chain, 

Contrive ſome means to keep your Faith with me; 

And ſet your Heart from that curſt Charmer free: [Zit. 


C's | K. A/. 
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K, Maſ. O rigid Honour, muſt we ſep*rate then ! 
Loſe all the Sweets of Life to purchaſe Pain! 

Men. If ſhe were dead, your Glory were ſecure: 

K. Ma/. But could I then this wretched Life endure ? 
Without her live? It's fatal to refuſe, 
And Glory ruins me, if Love I chooſe. 
What help Menanger ? 

Men. Tis the Sport of Heaven, 
When Ships on Rocks are in their Harbour driven: 
2 through thouſand ſtormy Dangers paſt, 
In P pect of your Bliſs, you! re wreck⸗ at laſt. 

arrives 


Maſ. Like one, who having ſcap*'d the Waves, 
To ſome lone Rock, and there more wretched lives; 
Half famiſh*d, on the rugged Flint he ſtands, 
Viewing with watry Eyes the diſtant Strands, 
And paſt his Call, Men walking on the Lands: 
With Sighs he ſwells the Wind; and looking round, 
Mourns his ſad Choice, or to be ſtarv'd or drowned. 5 


I 

eee Y = πꝰƷƷꝛndle 
' þ F o 5 , " Ws . 

4 Fy > ( * WA > I) N I — V4 JW 7 5 q E | A = 


ACT V. SCENE IL 
Enter Hannibal and Scipio. 


HANNIBAL. 4 
RT thou the Chief whom Men famed Scipis 
Scip. Art thou the much more famous 
Hannibal? 23 
Han. Since by your partial Fate it is or- 
dain d., | | 3 
That I, who have ſuch dreadful Battles gain, 
That, Torrent-like, which from ſome Mountain falls, 
Ran from the cloudy 4/ps to Rome's proud Walls, 
Should now at laſt for Peace inglorious ſue ; 
I thank the Gods that they have choſen you | 
To reap that Honour by this Interview. | 
Scip. In civil Praiſe, and from ſo brave a Foe, 
Tre Courage does a Senſe of Pleaſure ſhow : 
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Thy Words inſpire me vith ſuch vaſt Delight, 
"Twill ſearee be more to vanquiſh thee in Fight. 
= Har, 'Twas much the Gods to our Fore-fathers gave, 
That you ſhould Traly, we Africk have. 
= Our Afict Arms much Roman Blood have ſpilt, 
And Carthage has the Roman Fury felt. 
What ſay'ſt thou, Scipio, is it Peace or War? 
rh' Invaſion made by us werwill repair: 
we'll give you Sicily, Sardinia, Spain, 
And all the Iſlands which our Arms did gain 
RY Twixt Trab and 4frick on the Main. 
Thy boiling Courage does to War incline, 
And Glory more than Profit you deſign, 
och Fortune once did on our Genius ſhine : 
But long Experience and the Chance of War, 
Makes me at preſent certain Peace prefer. 
3 Graſp not at Scepters, which may turn to Rods; 
To- day is yours, To- morrow is the Gods, 
3 CScip. That your late landing upon Lepti:' Coaſt, 
Reſtor'd thoſe Hopes which drooping Carthage loit, 
All muſt confeſs ; we know you are that Man, 
ZWhoſe Glory to the utmoſt Thule ran; 
Born in a Winter's Camp, to Battles bred, 
ZW hilt yet a Stripling durſt an Army head, 
Whoſe very Name could make the Romans mourn, 
11 8 _ dead Groans from ev'ry hollow Urn : 
Uhe ſt Senators begun to droop ; 
et when all fainted, I alone ſtood up, . 
And fac'd that Storm which threaten d from afar; 
FPhot Warmth, and roſe upon em like a Star: 
To {rick came, and in few Months retriev'd 
All that your Arms for many Years atchiev'd, 
Feace I refuſe, unleſs you offer more: 
cou give nought yet but what was ours before. 
Fince all the Neighbour Kings our Actions eye, 
It reſts at laſt we ſhould our Fortune try; 
et one victorious be, the other die. 
Han. Gods, that the glorious Hannibal ſhould bow 
o be refus'd ! It ſhall be Battle now. 
Forgetful Hero, couldſt thou court the Son, 
Nwice by whoſe Force his Father was o'erthrown? 


1 
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Scipio, thou may'ſt too late en thy Pride, 
And vainly in thy Death this Fury chide. 
On Fabius think, Rome's Shield, her Guard from Harms; 
Her Sword, Marcellus, broken by my Arms: 
Remember great Emilius ſlain by me; 

And then think laſt what may thy Fortune be, 

Ere yet the Day be done, ; 
With Seas of Gore we'll drown the neighb'ring Wood, . 
And yonder Sun ſhall ſet in Roman Blood. | b 

' Scrp, Prepare to hear thy laſt Alarms. 


Han, In Battle we ſhall meet ; to Arms, to Arms. 
[Exeunt. 


Enter Roſalinda in Man's Apparel. 


Noſ. Thus dreſt, and with this warlike Weapon 
drawn, 

What hinders but an Army ] lead on? p 
O cruel Nature, why didſt thou diſgrace © 
So brave a Spirit with a Female Face ? 
All Women wou'd, but ſure no Woman can, : 
Be chang into that lordly Creature Man. | T 
However with this Garb I fit my Mind, ; 


Whoſe high Ambition has great Things deſign'd : , 1 
I'll out, and chaſe, if Hannibal ſucceeds ; SY 
And if he falls, then Ro/alinda bleeds, 7 
Enter Hannibal, Maherbal, and Bomilcar, o 

. 


Han, Both Wings are loſt, the Carthaginians yield, F 
Fieree Caius Lelias drives them thro' the Field: 
The Gault and the Ligurians quit their Ground; q 
The Maſſiſilian King does all confound : 


With ſuch ſwift Force his Arms our Troops aſſail, 7 
As Hurricanes toſs Showers, and ſcatter. Hail. 11 
Bom. Wild as our Elephants, about he raves, 1 

And tramples on thoſe mercenary Slaves, , ny 
Whoſe ſcouring thre' the Field avoid his Stroke, 10 
And fly like Flocks of Doves before a Hawk. my 

.Mah. Your valiant old [ta/ian Troops ſtand faſt, oy 
Reſoly'd te fight your Battle to the laſt. 90 


The conqu' ring Conſul] riding o'er the Plain, ond 
With all his Officers and braveſt Men, 
, Fol 1 3 The 
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he Hafati and Triarii this way comes, 

With Trumpets ſounding, and with beat of Drums. 

Han. Auſpicious Juno, thou that didſt e'er while 

Favour our Cauſe, and on our Carthage ſmile; 

Proſper our Arms this bloody dreadful Day, 

And Hannibal ſhall the Foundation lay 

Of ſuch a Temple ſacred to thy Name, | 

As ne'er was found. in the Records of Fame. {Exeunt, 


Enter King Maſſiniſſa, and Lelius. 
K. Maſ. Their Flight has wing'd the Cowards; let 
2 'em fly, | 
Not worthy by ſuch conqu'ring Swords to die. 
Ir. time we to the Conſul ſhould repair, 
Rejoin our Forces, and conclude the War. 


£ CE N E Hannibal axd Scipio fie be- 
þ ng, the Conſul gives Ground. 


: nter King Maſſiniſſa and Lelius, and beat Hannibal of, 


| Scip. Gods, what prodigious Valour have you ſent, 
Ind what Rewards are worthy to preient 
D Maſiiniſa ! 
With what impetuous Swiftneſs Fortune's Wheel 
Tum'd with thy Strokes! How did the valiant reel! 
Lel. As when ſome diſtant Lab'rer hews an Oak, 

e ſee his Arm rais'd for a ſecond Stroak, 

re the firſt Blow*s Report can reach our Ear; 

f1g24d our Senſe ; nor could it reach him there. | 

Sei. The Ttalian Troops ſhrunk from his Martial Fire, 
ut Hannibal himſelf did laſt retire; 

! Lion-like, 

hom a bold Band of Huntſmen having found, 

nd dar'd to rouze, he rolls his Eyes around, 

hing his Sides, and tearing up the Ground, 

th Trouble from th* unequal Skirmiſh goes, 

ajeſtick ſta ks, and turns upon his Foes ; 

from the Fight went the great General, 

oud in his Loſs, and riſing in his Fall. [Exeunt, 


Enter 


60 _ _ Sophoniſba; or, 
Enter Soldiers flouriſhing, Roſatinda fall. 
Ro/. Heav'n, theu haſt done thy worſt, there needs ns 
morez | 
Bold with my Overthrow, I brave thy Power, 
And ſhake the Glaſs that holds my lateſt Hour. 
O Hannibal! did I for this defign 
This Heart, this Youth and Beauty only thine ? 
Pride and Neglect on every Lover hurl*d, 
Scorn*d him that conquers thee, and all the World? 


From me, loſt Hero, learn, be great and die : 
The Brave ſhould bleed for Loſs of Victory. 


Enter Hannibal, Maherbal, and Bomilcar. 


Han. Carthage 1s loſt, and Hannibal oferthrown 
What is there left that we may call our own ? 
The bleeding World Rome does by Conqueſt claim, 
And ſwells the Prize with our revolted Fame : 
Yet fpite of Fate our Length of Earth we have ; j 
Thus vanquiſh'd, Glory ſhrowd thee in a Grave. i 
Bom. Hold, General; the Gods your Death forbid ; i 
Vengeance is due, firit let falſe Hanns bleed, 4} 
Who cut the Wings of Conqueſt till ſhe fell. 
Mah. By me he ſhall be headlong ſent to Hell, 
Where Fiends for Treaſon kindle double Fire; 
Then let the famous Hannibal expire. 
Ro/. Sure I the Name of Hannibal did hear; 
Ma herbal, tell me, is the General there? Eh. 
Mah. Approach, my Lord, view well this wounded Fair Ti 
Sure in your Capuan Miſtreſs J have ſeen 7 
'The fame majeſtick Air, and charming Mein, e 
Han. Ha ! thou haſt rouz'd a Thought that racks neo 
more | 
Than all the Loſſes I in Battle bore, 
Either I dream, or in this cloſing Eye 
My dazzled Senſes Ro/alinda ſpy. 
Ro/. Where do thi ambitious reſt? O Hannibal ! 
Han, What art, that doſt upon the wretched call ? nc 
Rof. One that's more wretched, and more raſh tha h 


thou. h 
That would to Fate, and not to Scipio bow, a 
Diſguis' d and dying Re/alinda ſee, 
Who mourns in Death thy Loſs of Victory: * u 
| al 


That laſt Diſgrace. 
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Han. Dire Goddeſs of this War, 

oo true I find. all thy Prefages are. 

he Gods have given a double Overthrow 

Would I had bravely periſh'd by my Foe, 

WStretch'd in the Field, this Loſs I had not known, 

Nor ſhould my tortar'd Soul thy Ruin moan. 

= Ro. Is it ſo hard our Wiſhes to obtain? 

Pad Hearts with bleeding loſe Love's burning Pain. 

= Han. O dying Fair, look up, revive a while; 

Pich one ſhort joy eternal Care beguile : 

he ſetting Sun, all curtain'd round by Night, 

At his Departure gives a larger Light. 

== Rz/. Flow faſter Blood; it will not be, I fear, 

he Wound's too ſmall, Death cannot enter here: 

Fut ſhall I ſtay behind when Honour's fled ? | 

Han. Live, and I'll raiſe that Honour from the dead. 

Ro. Renown runs on like Time, but ne'er turns back, 

= Han. Then we that ſwift Renown will overtake ; 

Ic haſte where Glory baits, to every Hold, 

Ind mount new Fame till we out-ſtrip the old. 

= Ro. Dear Hannibal, alas! I wiſh I cou'd: | 

Nat 'twill not be; Life trembling takes the Flood, 

ill well nigh fwallow'd up in Waves of Blood. 

be Roman Glory ſhines too fatal bright, 

Ind with its gathering Luſtre dims my Sight: 

Fternally adieu: My Body take, 

F haſte and entire I kept it for your Sake: 

air is the leaſt Preſent that l now can make. [Dies. 

= Han, For ever gone! all her ſweet Stock of Breath 

Went in one Sigh ; the Riot of rich Death. | 

meow by my Arms the Gods too partial are, 

Wor elle they envy'd my full Trade of War; 

WF hich could fo vaſt a State of Beauty buy, 

far ſurpaſs'd the Manors of the Sky. 

Dead Roſalinda 

Bom. Raiſe you from the Ground, 

nd let not Love your Virtue's Force confound ; 

here is that Heat and haughty Courage gone, 

hich againſt Nature's Letts your Troops led on 

Mah. Think you for nought the Gods ſuch Valour 
cave ? 

bu ſhoula prop Thrones, and falling Kingdoms oy : 

| ury? 


Had, 
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Bury'd in Thought, and deaf to Honour's Call, 
Your Soul beneath her mighty Pitch does fall. 
Han. Maherbal, no; aſtoniſh'd thou ſhalt be; 
We dare be brave in Spite of Deſtiny. 
'Fho"' robb'd of all the Riches Love could give, 
And ſtript of Glory too, yet will we live: 
Courage is form'd of the Etherial Mold, 
And round it Bands of Adamant are roll'd. 
To this 11 haughty Breaſt ſuch Fire is given, 
IT could the Summons meet of Hell or Heaven: 
Could, like the Great Eternal Mover, ſway 
The World in Arms, and teach him to obey. 
Iwas noble Grief that lately chang'd my Form, 
But I am ruffled now into a Storm. 
Pom. Your Miſtreſs' Body hence we will convey, 
And in ſome hallow'd Vault her Reliques lay. 
Mah. Like Pilgrims once a Year we'll mourning go, 
And on her Urn iad Yew with Cypreſs throw, 
And all our Stocks of Tears and Sighs beſtow. 
" Han, For ever, brighteſt of thy Kind, farewel, 7 i 
f 
Y 
** 


Who wert too worthy, therefore early fell. 
As the young Phenix does in ſacred Myrrh, 
His Father's Duſt to the Sun's Temple bear, 
So in Fame's Hou'es ſhalt thou honour'd be, 
And every God ſhall have a Grain of thee. £ 
Mah. Since Glory ſhe with her laſt Breath profeſt, £© 


May wiſh'd Dominion widen all your Breaſt. Noe 

Han. Haſte, haſte, Maherbal, and freſh Levies make; Mut 
Honour that did but now calm Slumbers take, 8 nc 
Shall like the Ocean in a Tempeſt wake: Er! 
We'll paſs new Alps, new Conſuls overthrow, h 
To Rome with far more dreadful Armies go; ; h 
Forcing the Appian and Emilian Way, W 
JT the Saburra we'll purſue the Fray: Tyr 
Nor ſtop till Ro/alinda's Statue, crown d, Ha; 


Sits in the Capitol with Gods enthron'd. [ Excunt, 


Enter Scipio, King Maſſiniſſa, Lelius, &c. 


Seip. I grieve. brave Prince, fo often to deny; 
She muſt a Captive be, or we muſt die. 

K. Ma/ I know ſhe muſt, if you will have it ſo; 
But Pardon may be granted to a Foe: 
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) ſpare her then; as you would be forgiven 

t your laſt H our, when you prepare for Heaven. 

Sci. Learn to ask Bleſſings; thoſe you ſhall not want: 

his is a Curſe, which J can never grant. | 

ke one, who in a burning Fever lies, 

ud begs for Water, if he drinks he dies: 

like a wiſe Phyſician, thwart your Will, 

BE nd vanquiſh your Diſtemper with my Skill. 

KK. Ma/. For God's ſake, for Friendſhip, Glory, Love, 

all that's good below, or bleſt above, 

Net not at laſt my well taught Courage droop ; 

Neak not the Heart, which you have foſter'J up. 

h Sp honicba ! —— Give her to my Prayers, 

J theſe faſt riſing Sighs, and falling Tears: 

No other Crown I ask as Valour's due, 

Por all that I have done, or all that I ſha!] do. 

Wo, at your Knees, behold a Monarch fall; 

WJ ct more, your Friend, and then I have {aid all. 

Sci. Let not your Paſſion Royalty degrade ; 

WR iſe, valiant Prince, I've thought of what you {aid 

Wind as your Friend, my Temper cannot keep, 

lourn your Misfortunes, and like you can weep : 

Furſe Roman Tyranny, and wiſh you were 

Wor ever join'd with that unhappy Fair. 

EK. Ma/. O you have bleſt me!” 

8 Scip. Maſiniſſa, ſtay; 

J ou only heard what Friendſhip bid me ſay: 

Put as Rome's Conſul, and the Lord of Power, 

g now command you never {ce her more, 

Wrlcſs the View to her may fatal be; 

This is my laſt immutable Decree. | 

EK. Maſ. Is your feign'd Pity come to this? your Tears: 

Lalſer than thoſe which Ag, Monſter wears ? 

8 yrannick Rome ! barb'rou: are all thy Laws; 

Have I for this, in thy accurſed Cauſe, 

Farv'd Life, by laviſhing her 2 Food, 

Sly Spirits loſt, emptied my deareſt Blood, 

Tough till I Ramparts made of Bodies round; F 

o marld with Fate, that I appear'd one Weund, | 
. the Ground ? 


f, 


[et rais'd thy bleeding Eag es 
Sip, 


64 Sophoniſba; or, 
Scip. Think no more on't : her Memory forget. 
K. Ma. Cut me to Atoms, tear my Soul out; yet 
In every fmalleſt Particle of me, 
You ſhall the Form of Sophonisba ſee : 
All like my Soul, and all in ev'ry Part: 
Bath'd in my Eyes, and bleeding in my Heart. 
Scip. Lelius, ſecure the Queen. 
K. Maſf. yoo of Lelias, ſtay: 
Fee done my Lord, and will your Power obey : 
The Queen ſhall die, on a King's Word, ſhe ſhall; 
She muſt a Victim for the Empire fall. | 
How am I now ? 
$cip. For Sophoniſba's Loſs, | 
Your Arms Numidia's Empire ſhall engroſs. 
For your late Gallantry at Zama ſhown, 
Kind Rome 2 you an Imperial Crown, 
Salutes you King. Now all your Griefs defy ; 
Thus we embrace thee as our brave Ally, 
Give your Grief Truce: thus prais'd and thus adorn'd, 
Let all the Beauties of the Earth be ſcorn'd, Exit. 
K. * 1 be your Glory more, and Roman 
ride, 
While I in Winding ſheets embrace my Bride, 
For *tis decreed that we mult never part, 
We'll be one Spirit, as we are now one Heart: 
Traverſe the glitt'ring Chambers of the Sky, 
Born in a Cloud, in View of Fate I'Il lie; 


And preſs her Soul, while Gods ſtand wiſhing by. bt f 
Men. My Lord, if you would hear. 
K. Ma/ What can'ſt thou ſay? K. 
Nen. Reaſon's a Rebel when high Paſſions ſway. Wa 
K. Ma / And ſuch art thou; yet ſpeak, what ſhall I do? Whke 

Inſtruct me to be greatly falſe, or true. u 
Men. The Queen muſt die. | p 
K. Ma/. Ha! muſt? no more. es: 
Men. She to the Gods 1s given, or Roman Power. th 
K. May. Neither; ſhe ſhall not die, nor ſhall ſhe live Ne 

The Roman, Slave: I'll give her a Reprieve. di 
Men. But how ? d 


K. Maſ. Why thus: III kill my ſelf, kill thee, 
Rome, Carthage, all the World; and then ſhe ſhall live -_ 
| ns 
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Men. Glory or Beauty tis ordain'd you loſe. 

K. Maſ. O Rome ! © Heaven ! both equally my Foes! 

as ever Heart thus miſerably torn ? | 

Werc ever Woes like mine fo calmly born? 

Im the Contagion of my Troubles take 

much as might the Spring a Winter make, 

| the hot Blood of a crown'd Conqueror, 

amp the wiſh'd Joys of a young bridal Pair; 

Wet then ſhall J have more than Man can bear. 

I ſen. When Virtue thus oppteſs'd Mankind dogs ſee, 

That fearful dreaming Fool will pious be ? 

Wartyrs no more ſhall Racks or Flames require, 

Wor dying wiſh ; but only Life deſire, 

To murder Prieſts, and Temples ſet on fire. 

EK. Maſ. Why ye immortal Gods, is all this Care? 

W hy do you drive your Creatnres to Deſpair ? 

fad I upon my Throne ſat King of Fears, 

The Orphans wrong'd, or drunk the Widows Tears ; 

Jad I brav'd Heav'n by ſome outrageous Sin, 

br theſe A fflictions there had Reaſon been: 

t'tis al 1 well, I no Injuſtice have; 

he Gods but take the Being which they gave. 

W-:ander, haſte, two Bowls with Poiſon fill; 

nd, when I call, like Fate, come forth and kill. 

Aen. Tis a dread. Deed to which you urge my Hand. 

K. Maſ. It's glorious too, diſpute not my Command, 

Men. I'll not preſume to fathom your deep Thought; 

it ſtraight your Will ſhall by your Slave be e 
xt. 

K. Ma/. Love and Ambition have their utmoſt done, 

was Love alur'd, Ambition led me on, 

ke a raſh Boy, who a ſteep Mountain climbs, 

with brave Thoughts of reaching Heav'n betimes, 

puffs and blows, and mighty Pains he takes, 

es all his Strength, and much ado he makes; 

t having reach'd the Top, he views aloof 

de fancy'd Heav'n, and all the painted Roof; 

did Ambition draw me with a Wile, 


id fleeting Love my tow'ring Hopes beguile. ¶ Exit. 


, 
t. 
an 


live 


Enter 


66. Sophoniſba; or, 


Enter Sophoniſba. 


$»ph.The Conſul is return'd with Conqueſt crowa'd; ). Ii 
Triumphant Voices rend the ecchoing Ground, | 
And to the Heav'ns the Trumpets Clangors ſound ; | 
Vet I no News of Mafini/a hear: 

Should he be flain, which I with Reaſon fear, 

Maſt loſt of Women, deſperate, undone, 

What couldſt thou do ? what Gods couldit thou attone ? 
Abhorr'd, thou muſt to angry Rome repair, 

And all»the Cruelties of Bondage bear. 

No, Sophonisba, think what thou haſt been, 

The Miſtreſs of two Monarchs, twice a Queen. 

If thou muſt fall, bravely reſign thy Breath, 

And be above the Raman in thy Death. 


Enter King Maſſiniſſa. 


Oh my lov'd Lord! are you then come at laſt ? 
Are you alive? and do J hold you faſt ? 
K. Ma/ Beſt of thy Sex, and dearer than my Lile, 
The faireſt Miſtreſs, and the gentleſt Wife, 
So great and glorious, Emperors envy thee ; 
24 art ſo good that the Gods envy me. 
They ſent thee here, but as an Angel- Scout, 


With a ſhort light' ning View, to gaze and out: le 
Torments of Hell, and Racks of Deſtiny ! Ft 
Thou muſt, O that TI live to {| it ! die. oo 
Soph." Bleſt Sound! we ſhall not then to Rome be led ; Why | 
But ſolemn Triumphs have in Honour's Bed. 26 
This laſt Alarm my drooping Spirits chears, Mp 
As when the Warrior his lov'd Trumpet hears, 950 
His martial Blood begins to warm apace, we 
And boils, and fluſhes in his kindling Face, tho! 
And much he longs to ſtrive in Glory's Race. yo 
Speak Death again, my Guard and ſure Defence ; kine 
It bears a mighty Sound, and might / Senſe, K. 
K. Ma/. O keep thee there, now while thy Virtues gon, x in 
And dart Divinity, I'Il give the Blow, e d 


Whoſe Juice, tho' it the Body's Force controuls, 


Come forth, Menander, with whoſe fatal Bowls, F Ar 
Revives the Mind, and ſlakes the Thirſt of Souls. 


E ttt 79, 


Hannibal's Overthrow, 67. 


Enter Menander, vith tau Bowls. 


ive me the Draught. 

$;3h. What means my Royal Love? 

K. Maſ. By your bright Self, by all the Power 
Above, 

o Angels Eloquence my Soul ſhall move. 

> die with thee, and thy dear Honour fave ; ( 


hat greater Glory could th*Ambitious have? 

will build a Palace. for me in the Grave, 

pt but that in the Agonies of Breath, 

remble when T think upon thy Death. 

Spb, Thou beſt of Men, whoſe Fame where'cr it lier, 

all draw up bleeding Hearts, and weeping Eyes, 

t not your Soul tremble for me; for I 

n fear no Torment, but to ſee you die. 

K. Ma/. Then cheerfully let's go : here's to my Love. 

dd to our meeting with the Bleſt Above. [Drinks.. 

eb. Give me the Bowl, mark if my Hand does 
ſhake, 

the freſh ſpringing Blood my Lips forſake; 

daunted to my Lips the Draught I lift, 

5s to my Lord, this is his Nuptial Gift. [ Drinks, 

. Maſ. Menander, faithful Confident, farewel. 

ile, and our Story to the Conſul tell. 

| thy Allegiance go without Reply, 

lou ſhouldfſt rejoice to ſee me bravely die. [Exit Men. 

fares my only Love? my firſt, laſt Dear 

e Sweets of thouſand Springs are blowing here. 

in thy Sighs !- . a 

| ph. Ah! give your Kindneſs oer, 


8, 


d; 


we ſhall live and feel the Raman Power. 
thought Death touch'd me with a chilling Pain; 
your warm Kiſſes ſhot thro' every Vein 
kinder Heat, and kindled Life again. 
K. Maſ. Thus let us launch into Eternity: 
Kin Death's bottomleſs and boundleſs Sea: 


| e drowning Friends, link*d in Embraces faſt, 


ow, 
0 


Arms, Love's Nets, about each other cat. 
5%. What could long Life, or Empire give like this? 
. Ha. Thy Love is Empire and eternal Bliſs. 
Futt #9, I go, where ſhall we meet? [Dies. 
1 The 


68 Sophoniſba; or, 
K. Ma/. The Gods can tell; | 
Heaven*s Peace, and golden Slumbers with thee 158 N 
| | my £ 
Enter Scipio, Lelius, and Menander. 


Men. 9 there, Great Sir, th* Effects of your nl 
oom, 

The Victims you have offer'd up to Nome. 

Lel. What cruel Eyes could Pity here refrain, 
Beholding two ſuch Royal Lovers flain ? 

Scip. Theſe unexpected Objects ſo amaze 
My Reaſon, I could ever on em gaze. 
Since thqu, moſt great and lovely Prince, art dead, 
Wars Marche Seipio ſhall no longer tread : 
With Carthage Peace we'll inftantly conclude, | 
Which, hadft thou liv*d, our Arms might have ſubdu'd;K 
To Rome our drooping Eagle then ſhall ſteer, | 
Where after tirefome Honours, we*ll repair 
To fome fmall Village, Lelius, thou and I, 
And ſtudy not to live, but how to die. 
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EPILOGUE, 


oken by Sophoniſba, at its playing 
N Od ; 


O this learn d Audience eg we ſubmit 
Fee At once our Action and our Peet's Mit. 
n boſe Shades, well pleas'd, to theſe fam d 
s Seats r epai ry 
To hear the Muſes breathe their native Air: 

ze from the partial Cenſure of the Town, 
here ſenſeleſs Faction runs the Poet dnwn, 

ere flutt' ring Hectors on the Vizard fall, 
half & th Play they ſpend in Noiſe and Brow 
eþ out the reſt, then wake, and damn it all. 
you the labour d Scene is better known, 
which no Poets have excell'd your own. 
ben ſome fam d Here on the. Stage is ſeen, 
firaight reflect ſuch was his Godlike Mien } 
ſuch Extent did his vaſt Conque/ts fivell, 
 reign'd thus glorious, thus untimely fell: 
owing th* Original, you the Capy praiſe, 
4 crown the Artift with Bays. - 
us to their Merits wwe our Poets ledve, 
t for our ſelves your Cenſure cruve, 
at all Defects i th' Action you'd impute 
| our ſtraightned Stage, tis ours, the Womens Suit. 
je Gown to Beauty never was unkind, 


t form'd by that th' Ideas of the Mind. 


PI from the Schools our firſt Reſpects we gain d, 


Wo of our Sex their Sciences Ba E d. 
Thus 


„% EPILOGUE. 
Thus were the Mu uſes, thus the Graces dreft, 
And Plato thus his Virtue has expreft.. 
Ne know what's due to Sophonisba's Fame, 
And more to Roſalinda's chaſter Name. 
Nor can we wholly ignorant appear 
Of thoſe learn'd Laer that flouriſh here, 
far > urpriz'd if we invade your Right, 
And vid's or Catullus' Loves recite, 


Or: am Virgil's Labours © Eneas, 
To FARK acide Thea Paclad Achileos. 
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